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HE Author of this Play is unknown. Philips and 
Winſtanley aſcribe it tv 2 Heywood, author of the 
Four P's, and other pieces which bear not the leaſt reſem- 
blance to the preſent performance, The ſtory on which it is 
grounded ſeems to have its foundation in the particular tradi- 
tions of the Town of Wakefield: that part which relates to 
Robin Hood is contained i: one of the popular Ballads con- 
cerning that celebrated Outlaw, printed in the firit volume of 
Evans's Collection of Old Ballads, p. 99. This Ballad is men- 
2 by Drayton, in his Poh-o/bion, Song the Twentieth - 
eighth : | 1 | 
% It chanc'd ſhe in her courſe on Kirkbey caſt her eye, 
« Where merry Robin Hood, that honeſt thief, doth lie; 
„ Rehulding fitly too before how Wakefield fiood, 
« She doth not only think of luſty Robin Hood, 
« But of his merry man, the Pindar of the town ' 
© Of Wakefield, George a Green, whoſe fames fo far are 
6c blown 
&« For their ſo valiant fight, that every free man's ſang 
« Can tell you of the ſame, quoth ſhe be talk'd on long, 


For ye were merry lads, and thoſe were merry days; e. 
And Richard Braithwaite, in the Strappado for the Devil, 
161 5, Jvo. p. 203. ſays: 
« Atleaſt ſuch places labour to make known, 
As former times have henour'd with renown. 
A 2 « 3s 
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« So by thy true relation *t may appear 

They are no others nom, than as they were 

« Ever eſteem'd by auntient times records, 

«© Which ſhall be ſhadow'd breefl in ſew words. 

& Abe Firſt whereof that 1 Tote tothow, 

« Is merry Wakefield and her Pindar too: 

„ Which Fame hath blaz d with all that did 
VUnto that Towne in many gladſome ſong : 

* The Pindars valour, and how firm be ſtood, 

4 u th Townes defence gainſt th” rebel Robin Hood, 
% How ſtoutly he behav'U himſelfe, and would, 

. In ſpite of Robin bring his borſe tb th? fold: 

« His many Maygames which were to be ſecne, 

. < Yeetely preſented upon Wakefield greene, 
Where lovely Fugge and luſtie 7 would go, 

* To ſee Tom lively turne upon the toe; 

* ab, Lob, ant Crowvde the fidler would be chere, 
« And many more I will not ſpeake of here: | 
«Good god! how. glad hath been this hart of mine 
To ſee that Towne, which'hath in former time 

4 So flouriſh'd and fo gloried in her name, 

« Famous by che Pindar who firſt rais d the ſame; 
Vea, I have pacedore that greene and ore, 


And th' more I faw't, I tocke delight the more, 


„ For where we take contentment in a place, 

% N Whole daies watke ſeemes as a cinquepace.. 

« Uno thy tafke, my muſe, and nou/ make knomwne 

be jolly hoo · mater of Bradford towne, 

46 His gentle craft ſo rais d in former time, 

By princeſy Journey- men his diſcipline, 

« Where he was wont with paſſengers to quaffe, 

« But ſuffer none to carry up their ſtaffe 

« Upon their ſhoulders, whilſt they paſt through town, 
For if they did, he ſoon ſhould beat them downe. 40 | 


* 
- 


4 
* ($0 valiant was the Souter) and from herice, 
« Twixt Robin Hood and him grew th d 


Which, cauſe iris by moſt ſage poets writ, 
* * 
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PINNER' or WAKEFIELD. 


a 


Enter the Earl of Kendall, with bim the Lord Bonfild, Sir 
| Gilbert Armſtrong, and John. . 
Earl of Kendall. 1 84 


WIA to Bradford, martial gentlemen, 
Lord Bonfield, and fir Gilbert Armſtrong both, 
And all my troops, even to my baſeſt 
Courage and welcome; for the day is ours. 
Our cauſe is it is for the land's avail: 
Then let us fight, and die for England's good. 


We will, | lord, | 
Ki Kendall. 


As I am Henry Momford, Kendall's earl, 
You honour me with this aſſent of yours; 


* And here upon my ſword I make 
For to relieve the poor, or die myſelf, 
1 Pinner] Or Pindar; the of the Pinfolds belonging to the 


common fields about Wakefield. Junius, in his E icon, voce Pende, 
ſays: © Pende Includere ch. ab A. S. pennan pyndan idem fignificante. 
« Hine pinder pinner. Qui pecora ultra fines vagantia ſepto includit.” 
Mr. Steevens obſerves, that the figure of this ruſtick hero & ſtill pre- 
ſerved on a fign at the bottom of Gray's-Inn-Lane. | 
2 And here ſword I make proteſt,) It was formerly common to 
ſwear upon the —. that 1s, upon the croſs which the old ſwords always 
had -upon the hik. Of this cuſtom many inſtances are quoted by Dr. 
Farmer and Mr. Steevens in their Notes on Hamlet, A. 1. S. 5. | 
Again, in Your five Gallants, by Middleton, A. 4: © Sweare on this 
« ſword then to ſet ſpurs to your horſe, not to looke back, to give no 


40 kes .” 
markes to any paſſenger 4 And 


Wars hard upon the borders of this land: 


* 


„6 BO RGE A GREENE, 
And know, my lords, that James, the king of Scots, 


Here is his poſt ; ſay, John Taylor 
What news with king ſames ? ; 


n. 
War, my lord, I tell; and good news I to. wm 


king James vbws to meet you the twenty - fictl 
Of this month, God om marry doth he, fir. 


My friends, you ſee what we have to win. 


Well, John, commend me to king James, and tell him, 


And 


Bonfield, why 


They 


the twen 


Il meet hi 
and fo 


all the 


Aſk Mannering elſe. 
What ſayeſt thou, Mannering ? 


_ When as I ſhew'd your high commiſſion, 
They 


made this anfwer, 


22 of this month, 


rewel. 


Mamnering 


myſelf, 


n'to0.yohur camp. 
Gilbert. 
advice; 


Only to ſend proviſion for your horfes, 


Well, hie thee to Wakefield, bib the town 


Keiidall. 


To fend me all proviſion that I want; 


Leſt 1, like martial Tataberlaine, lay waſte 


d'ſt thou as a man in dumps? 
Courage; for if I win, Vil make thee duke. 

I Henry Momford will be king 
A I will make thee duke of Lancaſter, ' 
And Gilbert Armſtrong 4 of Doncaſter. 


Nothing, my lord, makes me ama d at all, 
But that our ſoldiers find our victuals ſcant. 
We muſt make havock of thoſe country 
For ſo will the reſt tremble and be afraid, 
And humbly ſend proviſio 


My lord Bonfield gives 
make a ſcorn and ſtand upon the king: 


So what is brought is ſent from them perforce; 


ſwains ; 


, 


[Exit John, 
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Their bordering countries, leaving none . 
Alive that contradicts my commiſſiom, LES 
> SONY — | 


Let me alone, my lord, Ill — then 
Vail their plumes ; for whoſoever he ben. 
The proudeſt knight, or juſtice, or other, that gainſayeth 
Your word, I clap him faſt, to make the reſt to fear, 

„ Nick! bie th — prefen | 

Do ſo, Nick! thee thither tly, * 

And let us hear of thee to-morrow. 7 
Mannering. 
Will you not remove, my lord; 
Kendall 


No, I will he at Bradford all this night, | 
And all the next. Come; Bonfield, let us go, | 
And liſten out ſome bonny laſſes here. [ Exeunt omnes, 


Enter the Juſtice, a Townſman, George a Greene, a Sir 
Nicholas Mannering with his commiſſion, 
Faſtice. | 
M. Mannering, ſtand afide, whilſt we confer 
What is beſt to do, townfmen of Wakefield : 
The earl of Kendall here hath ſent for victuals; 
And in aiding him, we ſhew ourſelves 
No leſs than traitors to thg king ; 
Therefore let me hear, townſmen, 
What is your conſents, 


Toaunſinen. 
Even as you pleaſe, we are all content, 
Fuſtice. 
Then M. Mannering we are refolv'd—— | 
Mamnnering. 8 
As how ? | 


uſiice, | 
Marry, fir, thus. * 1 
We will ſend the earl of Kendall no victuala, 
Becauie he is a traitor to the king. 
And in aiding him we ſhew ourlelves no leſs. 


Mannering. 


Shall rue the hour they have withſtood my lord's 
Commuthon. | 


i» - GEORGE-A GR KK N.. 
M, . | | . 

Why, men of Wakefield, are you 7 | 

That preſent r cannot het your wits, 

Wiſely to make provifion.of yourſelves ? h 

The carl is thirty thouſand men ſtrong in power, | 

And what town ſoever him reſiſt, 

He lays it flat and vs with the ground: 

Ye filly men, you * own decay: 2 

Theretore ſend my lord ſuch proviſion as he wants, 


So he will F 
Wakefield t e is. 
7 ice. 


Maſter Mannering, you have your anſwer, 


You may be gone. 


Mamvring. 
Well, Woodroffe, for 10 I gueſs 1s thy name, 
Til make thee curſe th 3 overthwart denial ; 
And all that fit upon the bench this day 


ict. 
Do ** AY we fear * — 
Mannering. 


See you theſe ſeals ? before you paſs the town, 


I will have all things my lord doth want, 


In ſpite of you. 


Proud dapper Jack, vail bonnet to the bench 
That repreſents the perſon of the king ; | 


Or, firrah, I'll lay thy head before thy feet. 
Manner: 


npgs 
George. 


Why, I am George a Greene, 
True liegeman to my king. 


© — denial;] So, in Fraſmus' s Praiſe of Folie, 1549, 

C 2: “ — but when the Gods are fette at —_ he 2 the 

« jeſter, nom wyth hys lymphaultynge, now with his ſko nge, an now 
4 with his mark by — to Sts them all to laughter.“ 

Eupbues and bis England, p. 57: © = as one to young to underſta nde, 


« or obſtinate to ova ibwart.” 


 F 


W You of the bench, and you my tellow-frie 
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Who ſcorns that men of ſuch eſteem as theſe, - 
Should brook the braves of any traiterous foul, 


4 


Neighbours, we ſubyects all unto the king; 

We are Engliſh born, and therefore Rdward' oY 
Vow'd unto him even in our mothers? womb, - 
Our minds to God, our hearts unto our king ; 
Our wealth, our homage, and our carcaſes, 

Be all king Edward's. Then, firrah, we have 
Nothing left for traitors, but our ſwords, 

Whetted to bathe them in your bloods, 

And die againſt you, before we ſend you any victuals, 


ice. 


Well ſpoken, George ee 
Pr et te. Gerdt or 


Sirrah, you get no victuals h here, 
Not if a hoof of beef would ſave your lives, 
Manner: 


Fellow, I ſtand amaz'd at thy - "AY 
Why; what art thou that dareſt 2 my lord, 
Knowing his mighty puiſſance and his ſtroke ? 
Why, my friend, I come not barely of 1 3 
For ſee, 1 have a large commiſſion. 

George 
Let me ſee it, firrah. Whoſe dan be theſe? 
g  Manneri ing. 

This i 1s the earl of Kendall's ſeal at arm; 
This lord Charnel Bonfield's; | 
And this fir Gilbert Armitrong's. 


I tel] thee, firrah, did good king Edward's ſon 
Seal a commiſſian againſt the king his father, 
Thus would T tear it in deſpite of him, 


Being traitor to my ſoveraign. 
What! haſt thou torn my lord's commiſſion ? 
Thou ſhalt rue it, and fo ſhall all Waketicld, 


0 


* 


Che nos the comin 
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What, are you in FRY: I will give you pills 
To cool your ſtomach. Seeſt thou thats 2 ny 


Now by my father's ſoul, which was a many 
When 3 alive, eat them, or =" Rh 


My dagger's point, proud ſquire. | | ? 
annering. I 28 , 
But thou doeſt but jeſt, I hope. * 


orge. 


Sure that ſhall you ward before we two part, 


Well, and there be no brig r OWE 

One is gone; I pray thee, ho more now. 
George. 

O fir, if one be good, the others cannot hurt. 
So, fir, now you may go tell the earl of Kendall, 
Although I have rent his large commiſſion, 

Yet of curteſy I have ſent all his ſeals 


Back again by you. 
Mannering. 
Well, fir, I wilt do your 8 
G 


- Now let him tell bis lord, that he Zak 


Spoke with George a Greene, right Pinner 
Of merry Wakefield town, that bath phy ſiek = a fool, 


Pills for a traitor that doth wrong bis ſoverei 
Are you content with this that I have done 


_ Faſlice. 


Ay, content, George ; 
For highly haſt thou honour'd Wakefield town, 


In cutting of proud Mannering ſo ſhort. 


4 — eat them, dec. ] This incident bears ſo near a reſemblance to 2 

oo related of Robert (Greene, that it probably was taken from it. 

ad hee liv'd, Gabriel, and thay ſhouldft ſo pnartificially and odio 

« libel'd againſt him as thou haſt done, he would have thee an example 

« of ; 1gnominy to all ages that are to come ang driven thee to cate. thy 

ec 2wne booke buttered, as I awe him make an appariter onct in a Tavern cate 
* þjs citation, waxe and all, very handfamly ſerv'd twixt two diſhes.” 

Naſh's Apalaic f Pierce P Fes 1593. 

In the Play of Sir John Oldaaſtie, the Sumner is compelled to eat 

2 in like manner. 
Come, 
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Come, thou ſhalt be my welcome to-day ; 
SA Norm wn! [Ln 


Enter old Muſgrove, and yomrg ate bis Sn 


Cual. 70 ) 
Now, gentle father, Joſt unto thy fon, 
And for my mother's love, that 2 
And bonny in cine pe, grant one ion 
That I ſhall demand. "0 


What is that, my Ouddie ? 


Cutie, 

Father, you know i 
The ancient enmity of late between the Muſgroves 
And the wily Scots, 'whereof they have -oarh, 
Not to leave one alive that 5 firides a launce. 
O father, you are old, and waini ng age unto-the graves 
Old William Muſgrove, which Whflom was thought 
The braveſt horſeman in all Weſtmorland, 
Is weak, and forc'd to ſtay his 'arm pon © ſtaff, 
That © erſt could wield a launce. 
Then, gentle father, refign the hold to me; 
Give arms to youth, and honour unto age. 


Avaunt, falſe-hearted boy, my zone do quake 
Even with anguiſh of*thy very words. 
Hath William Muſgrove — an hundred years f 
Have I been fear'd and dreaded of. the Scuts, 
That, when they heard my name in any road, 
They fled away, and poſted thence amain F ö 
No, Cuddie, no: thus reſolve J. | 
Here have I liv'd, .and here will Muſgrove die. ¶ Earun- anc 
= 
eee i. e. not to leave even a child of chem alive, * 


who equitas | „ arundme longa. 8. 
] i. e. once, in former times. 8. 


1 


But the, in quirks and quiddities of 


6 | FA 


A 


14 GEORGE A enn 
Eater Lord Bonkeld, S Gilbert {A . —_ 
Now "Dt — 
And fith fo kind y N 
If we return with happy victory, 

We will deal as friendly. 1 
Your welcome was but duty, gentle lord: 
For wherefore have we given us our wealth, 
But to make our betters welcome when they 4 
O, this goes hard when traitors muſt be flatter'd ; 
But life is ſweet, and I cannot withſtand it. 
God 1 hope will nn, „ 
. A 
What ſaid you, Grime? 
I | fir Gilbert, lookin = da SY, 
I 5 the bour that ere — N a 
For, fir, ſhe may have many wealthy ſuitors, 
And yet the dildains them all, to have 
ai e e | 
on 
On that, good Grime, I am talki with thy daughter: 
ve, 


Sets me to ſchool, ſhe is fo overwiſe. 
— girl, if thou wilt forſake 
inner, and be my love, I will advance ann, 
| To gn, thoſe hairs of amber hue, | 
Tu grace them with a chaplet made of pearl, 
Set with choice rubies, ſparks, and diamonds, 
Planted upon a velvet hood, to hide that head, 
Wherein two ſaphires burn like {parkling fire: 
This will I do, fair Bettris, and far more, 
If thou wilt love the lord of Doncaſter, 
! my hea in a bighe lac 
Heigh bo! my heart is in a hi e, 
DES: on the _ if that be he. a 


* 0 


THE PINNER OF WAKEFIELD. | iy 
where he comes, or angry, or in love; * 
why ? his colour looketh diſcontent, n 
Enter the carl N Kendall and Nicholas Mannering. 
Nick, follow | Song 
„Nick, folloi 5 
How now, my lord ? what news ? 
Kendall. 


Such news, Bonfield, as will make thee laugh, 
And fret thy fill, to hear how Nick was us'd. 
Why, the juſtices ſtand on their terms, 3585 
Nick, as you know, is haughty in his words ; 
He laid the law unto the juſtices 
With threatening braves, that one look'd on another, 
Ready to itoop ; but that a churl came in, 
One George a Greene, the Pinner of the town, 
And with his dagger drawn laid hands on Nick, 
And by no beggars ſwore that we were traitors ; 
Rent our commiſſion, and upon a brave _ 
Made Nick to eat the ſeals, or brook the ſtab : - 
Poor Mannering, afraid, * poſting hither ſtraight. 

tris. 
Oh lovely George, fortune be ſtill thy friend! 


For 


©. - 


My lord, ſhe is praying for George a Greene: 

He is the man, and ſhe will none but him. 
Bonfield. 

But him ! why, look on me, my girl : 
Thou knoweſt, that yeſternight I courted thee, 
And ſwore at my return to wed with thee. - 
Thea tell me, love, ſhall I 7 have all thy fair? 


7 = have all thy fair ?] In the former Edition Mr. Dodfley had al- 
tered fair to faith. Fair was, however, frequently uſed by coamtem 
writers as a ſubſtantive ; and ſeveral inſtances of it are produced by Mr. 
Steevens, in his Note on the words, © Demetrius loves your fair, A. 1. 
L 1. of Midſummer's Night's Dream. 


Bettris, 


- hy ” * 4 * N - f 
9 AS. - . - 
- , . 2 a 
. ' 
; * 
7 4 . 


{* 


16 1 — of 


NM #2 28 
— for mls 1 Nana 
& Nor baron that 3s Tao 8 
« For George à Greene, the merry Pinner, 
He hath my heart in hold.“ 
Bootleſs, my lord, are many vain replies. 
Let us hie us to Wakefield, and ſend her che Piancr's head. 
"Kendal. 
It ſhall be ſo, Grime, grameroie, | 2770 
Shut up thy daughter, # bridle her affeQts, 
Let me not miſs her when I make return; 
Therefore look to her, as to thy lite,” good Crime. 
Grime. © 2 | | 
I warrant you, my 2 . [Exmme Grime and Hettris. 
And, Bettris, leave a baſe Pinner, 2 
For to love an earl. Fain would I ſee 
This Pinner, Gearge a Greene. It ſhall be * 
Nick Mannering ſhall lead on the battle, 


* . 
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== bridle ber affect, Affekt are affettions, and in that ſenſe the 


. is uſed in many contemporary authors. As Gaſcoigne's Fable 
er-deemeth it reaſonable that one ſhouſd 


Ferenimi, p. 2503; — 4 
cc 2 _ FO ta diſcover the thoughts, or at leaſt a0; bridle ube affects 
« of all the reſt. 
Euphues and his Eng land, p. 74 £« faving that either carried the 
ec mation of his minde in his manners, and that the * of the Bern 
« were bewrayed by the eyes 
Ben Jonſon's Cynthia's Revels, ny 3. 8. 3: 


« the fame 


c That he doth bear to his fick patient, 
ec Shopld a right mind carry * ſoch as theſe,” 


Marſton's What you will,” A. 3 
« Iſt poſſible I ſhould be 2 > ſoon 


& In her aki: 
Dutch Courtczan, A. 2. 8. 12 
Give * to mutual affects.” 


Othello, A. 1. 8. 3 
— (ehe young ah 


| « In ane defundt.”) 
ee alſo the —_ inſtanc es woe by Mi. Steavent, in hs Note on 


the laſt paſſage. . 
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THEPINNER OF WAKEFIELD, / ay 
And we three will go to Wakefield in ſome iſe : | 
But howſoever, I Fiero his head to-day,  [ Exeunt onmes. 


Enter the King of Scots, lord Humes, with Soldiers and Johny. 
0 * | 5 | 


Why, Johny, then the earl of Kendall is blithe, 
And hath brave men that 


22 witch him? 
Ay marry, my liege, 


And bath good men that come along with him, 
And vows to meet you at Scraſbleſea, God willing, 


If good S. Andrew lend king jamie leave, 
1 will be with him at the appointed day. 
But ſoft: Whoſe pretty boy art thou ? 


} | 
Enter 44 a Barley's Son, 
Sir, I am ſon unto fir John a Barley, 


Eldeſt, and all that ere my mother had, 57 
Edward my name. eee 
anl. 


And whither art thou going, pretty Ned ? 
ed. | 


To ſeek ſome birds, and kill them, if I can. 
And now my ſchool-maſter is alſo gone, 
So have I liberty to ply my bow :; 
For when he comes, I ſtir not from my book, + 
ames. : 
Lord Humes, but mark i viſage of this childs 
By him I gueſs the beauty of his mother: | 
None but Læda could breed Helena. 
Tell me, Ned, who is _ thy mother ? 


| e 
None but herſelf and houſhold ſervants, fir ; 
If you would ſpeak with her, knock at this ga 

25 James, | 
Jolny, knock at that gate. 
0 L. III. B Enter 


1 
7 
1 
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Enter Jane a Barley pon the walls, 
K* f 
O, Tam betray d What Budde, be theſe? 19 


ames. 
Fear not, fair Jane, for all theſe men are mine, 
And all thy friends, if thou be friend to me: 
I am thy lover, James, the king of Scotts 
That oft have ſued and wooed with many letters, 
Painting my outward paſſions with my pen, 
When as my inward'foul did bleed for woe. 
Little regard was given to my ſuit, © 
S But haply thy huſband's preſence wrought it. 
Therefore, ſweet Jane, I fitted me to time, 
And, hearing that thy huſband was from home, 
Am come to crave what long *i-wag defir'd; © 
Nay, ſoft you, fir, you no entrant 
That ſeek to — Ie d Barley 1 * 
And offer ſuch diſhonour to — mother. 
| James.. 
Why, what diſhonour Ned? | 


Though yo! * 

ough young, | 

Wc _ 8 — my father ſay, 
No greater wrong than to 'be made a cuckold. 
Were I of age, or were my body ſtrong, 
Were he ten kings, I would ſhoot him to the heart, 

That ſhould attempt to give fir John the horn, \ 
Mother, let him not come in, I will go lie 
At Jockie Miller's houſe.  * | 


Stay him. 


: Jane. 
Ay, well ſaid, Ned, 5 
Thou haſt given the king his anſwer ; 


For were the ghoſt of Cæſar on the earth, 
Wrapped in the wonted glory of his honour, 
He ſhould not make me wrong my huſband ſo. 
| * » But 


5 


THE PINNER.OF WAKEFLELD. 15 


But good kin ame i leafant, 28 J queſe, 
And means = — 1 wr 5 
Elſe would he never have brought an boſt of 
To have them witneſs of his Scottith luſt. 


Never 


For I prot 
That c 


King James, o 


I fear thee not, king Jamie ; do thy worſt, 
This caſtle is too ſtrong for thee to ſcale ; 
Beſides, to-morrow will. fir John come home. 


Well, Jane, fince thou diſdain'ſt king James's love, 
Pll draw thee on with ſharp and deep extremes ; 
For by my father's ſoul, this brat of thine 
| Shall periſh here before thine eyes, 

Unleſs thou open the gate, = let me in. 
ane, | 

O extremes heart begins to break ; 
My zue Nel looks Bar > dr Cbenr this 
My boy, I will do much for thee. V. 

Ned. 
But not ſo much as to diſhonour me. 


Jane. 
And if thou dieſt, I —— ſweet Ned. 
Then die with honour, mother, dying chaſte, 
8 | 1 ane. : 
I am armed. 7 


My huſband's love, his honour, and his fame, 
J «& 7 ol by virtue. I king James, 
2 


=] 
q 


4 


20 oon Anil 


| P · 158. 


. 
17 
4 


3 


If mother's tears cannot hy: hos 
Then butcher him, for I will never eld. 
The ſon ſhall die, before 1. the father. 
anese 
TY then he es. 


Alarum within, Enter s Meſtager, 


Me efſenger. 
My lord, Mauſgrove i is at hand. 


James. 


Who, Moſgrove? The devil he is ! ! Come, 
My horſe. N [Exennt omnes, 


Enter old Maſgrove, with King Jane priſoner, 


* 


Now, king James, thou art my prifoner, 


Janes. 


Not thine, but fortune's priſoner, 
Enter Cuddy. 


* 


Father, the field is ours; 
Their colours we have ſeized; and Humes | is ſlain; 
I flew him hand to hand. 
Mauſgrove. F 


9 God and ſaint George 3 

O father, I am fore athirſt. 
Jane. 

Come in, young Cuddy, come and drink - fill: : 


Bring in king Jamie with you as a gueſt; 
For all this broil was cauſe he could not enter, 2 om tes 


e 4A 


9 God and Saint George “] This exclamation is made by Richmond, it 
Richard III. immediate 7 his attacking his adverſary, Mr. War 
ton obſerves, that St. George was the common cry of the Engliſh Soldien ul 
when they charged the enemy. See Note in the laſt A an VII 


Zain 
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Enter George a Greene alone, | 


The ſweet content of men that live in love, 
Breeds fretting humours in a reſtleſs mind z * 
And fancy, being check'd by fortune's ſpite, 
Grows too impatient in her ſweet defires ; 

Sweet to thoſe men whom love leads on to bliſs, 
But ſour to me, whoſe hap is ſtill amiſs, 


Enter the Clown. 
Fenkin, 
Marry, amen, fir. 6 


Sir, what do you cry amen at 
1 Fenkin. 
Why, did net you talk of love? 


How do you know that? 
Jenkin. 
Well, though I ſay it that ſhould not ſay it, 
There are few fellows in our pariſh 
So nettled with love, as I have been of late. 
George. 
Sirrah, I thought no leſs, when the other morning 
You roſe ſo early to go to your wenches. 
Sir, I had thought you had gone about 
My honeſt buſineſs, 


Tenkin, 
Trow you have hit it; 
For, maſter, be it known to you, | 
There is ſome good-will betwixt Madge the Souſewife 
And I; marry, ſhe hath another lover. 
George. 
Canſt thou brook any rivals in thy love ? | 
Fenkia. | 
A rider? no, he is a ſow-gelder, and goes afoot. 
But Madge pointed to meet me in your wheat cloſe. 


Well, did ſhe meet you _ F: 
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Never make queſtion of that. 
And firſt I ſaluted her with a green gown, 
And after fell as hard a aging, 96. | 1 
The prieſt had been at our backs to have married us. 


| George, 
What, did ſhe grant ? 10 
Did ſhe grant? never make queſtion of that. 
And ſhe gave me a ſhirt-collar, wrought over 
With no counterfeit ſtuff, ny Os | 
George. 
Feakin, 
Nay, twas better than gold. 
George. ' 


Jentin. 


What, was it gold? 


What was it? 


=o Right Coventry blue, , 
Who had no ſooner come there, but wot you who came by? 


George, 
No, who? 
Fenin. 
Clim the ſow- gelder. 8 
eorge. 
Came he by? Ft 2 * 
a Jenkin. 


He ſpied Madge and I fit together, 
He leapt from his horſe, laid his hand on his dagger, 
And began to ſwear. Now I ſeeing | 
He had a dagger, and I nothing 


bin Right Coventry Bla] con Blue i mentioned by feveral writers 
of the times. | : 
Laugh and lie downe, or the Worldes Folly, 1605, Sign. E 2: it 
« was a ſimple napkinne wrought with Coventry blew.” 
Stephens's Satyrical Eſſayes, 161 5, p.355: © He muſt ſavour of gal- 
« lantry a little, though he perfume the Table with Roſe cake; or ap 
« 2 Bone lace and Coventry blue,” g 
Ben Jonſon's Maſque of Gypfies : | 
c The — Mee = 
« Hangs there upon Prue,” 


But 


THE PINNER OF WAKEFIELD, 23 
But this twig in my hand, I gave him fair words a 
And ſaid nothing. He comes to me, 

And takes me by the boſom ;- you whoreſon ſlave, 
Said he, hold my horſe, and look 
He take no cold in his feet. 

No marry ſhall he, fir, quoth I, 

I'll lay my cloak underneath him: 

I took my cloak, ſpread it all along, 

And his horſe on the midſt of it. 


* Thou clown, didft thou er bs horſe upon thy cloak 


Ay, but mark how I ſerved him. 45 

Madge and he was no ſooner gone down into the ditch, 
But I plucked out my knife, 

Cut four holes in my cloak, 

And made his horſe ſtand on the bare ground, 


"Twas well 2 

Now, fir, go and ſurvey my fields: 
If you find any cattle in the corn, 
To pound with them. 


p Fenkin, 
And if I find any in the pound, 1 
I ſhall turn them out. [Exit Jenkin. 
Enter the Earl of Kendall, Lord Boufield, Sir Gilbert, all dif- 
guiſed, with a train of men. 
Kendall. 


Now we have put the horſes in the corn, 
Let us ſtand in ſome corner for to hear | 

What braving terms the Pinner will breathe, 

When he ſpies our horſes in the corn. 


Enter Jenkin blowing of his horn, | 
| Fenin. ; 
O maſter, where are you? we have a prize, 
A prize! what is it? 1+ 
Fenkin, | 
Three goodly horſes in our wheat cloſe, | 
B 4 Gorge, 


ha 
it 


% 


„„ ,GEORGE A GREENE, 


Three borſes in our wheat cloſe! whoſe be they ? 


that's a riddle to me ; but they are there. 
Velvet horſes, and I never ſaw ſuch horſes before. 
As my duty was, I put off my cap, and ſaid as followeth : 

My maſters, what do you make in our cloſe ? | 
One of them hearing me aſk what he made there, held up his 
head and neighed, and after his manner laugh'd as heartily as 
if a mare had been tied to his girdle. My maſters, faid I, it 
is no laughing matter; for, if my maſter take you here, you go 
as round as a top to the pound. Another untoward jade hear- 
ing me threaten him to the pound, and to tell you of them, 
caſt up both his heels, and let a monſtrous Fires that was 
as much as in his language to ſay, A fart for the pound, and 
a fart for George a Green, Now I hearing this, put on wy 
cap, blew my horn, called them all jades, and came to tell you, 


George, 
Nou, fir, go and drive me thoſe three horſes 
To the pound. 


Jeakin. 
Do you hear? I were beſt take a conſtable 
With me. | : 
- why @? : - | Ws 
Fenkin. 2 


Why, they being gentlemen's horſes, may ſtand 
On their reputation, and will not obey me. 
| George, 
Go, do as I bid you, fir, 


Well, I may go. 


The Earl of Kendall, the Lord Bonfield, and Sir Gilbert Arm- 
ſtrong, meet them, 


Kendall, 


Whither away, fir ? 


| Fentiu. 
Whither away? I am going to put the horſes 
In the pound. | 


Kendall, 


- 
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Sirrah, thoſe three horſes belong to us, 
And we put them ip, and they muſt tarry there, 
And eat their fill. 7 | 


| * 


Jenin. 
Stay, I will go tell my maſter. | 
Hear you, maſter? we have another prize: 
Thoſe three horſes be in your wheat cloſe ſtill, 
And here be three geldings more. | 


| | George, 
What be theſe ? | 
Theſe are the maſters of the horſes. 
: George. 


Now, gentlemen, I know not your degrees, 
But more you cannot be, unleſs you be kings, 
Why wrong you us of Wakefield with your horſes ? 
T am the Pinner, and before you pals, 
You ſhall make good the treſpaſs they have done, 
endall, 
Peace, ſaucy mate, prate not to us. 
I tell thee, Pinner, we are gentlemen. 
3 - George, 
Why, fir, ſo may I fir, although I give no arms. 
Kendall. 
Thou! how art thou a gentleman ? 
Fienlin. 
And ſuch is my maſter, and he may give as good 
Arms as ever your great grandfather could give. 


Pray thee let me hear how? 
Fenkin, 
Marry, my maſter may give for his arms 
The picture of April in a green jerkin, 
With a rook on one fiſt, and an horn on the other: | 
But my maſter gives his arms the wrong way, 
For he gives the horn on his fiſt; 
And your grandfather, becauſe he would not loſe 
His arms, wears the horn on his own head. 
Kendall. 
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2 Kendall. 
Well, Pinner, ſince our horſes be in, 


In ſpite of thee they now ſhall feed their fill, 
And eat until our leiſures ſerve to go. 


Now by my father's ſoul, 
Were good king Edward's horſes in the corn, 
They ſhall amend the ſcath, or kiſs the pound; 
Much more yours, fir, whatſoe er you be. 
Kendall. 

Why man, thou knoweſt not us. 
We do belong to Henry Momford, earl of Kendall, 
Men that before a month be full expir'd, 
Will be king Edward's betters in the land. 


George. | 
King Edward's betters ! rebel, thou lieſt. | k 
| [George frikes him, 
Bonfield. | 
Villain, what haſt thou done? - 


Thou haſt ſtruck an earl. 


Why, what care I? a poor man that is true, 
Is better than an earl, if he be falſe. 
Traitors reap no better favours at my hands. 
Kendall. 
Ay, fo me thinks, but thou ſhalt dear ** aby this blow. 
Now or never lay hold on the Pinner. | 


a” 


it — aby this blow.) To aby, is to pay dear for, to ſuffer. So, in 
Tom Tyler and his Wife, p. 19: 
My neighbour and I, might hap zo abie, 
4c If we ſhould ſo do, as he ſuffereth you.” 
Churchyard's Challenge, p. 273: 
« O God forbid for Mothers fault, 
ce the Children ſhould abye: 
« No graine of grudge, nor ground of guile, 
& in guiltleſſe babes doe lye.“ 
Midſummer's Night's Dream, A. 3. S. 2: 
« Thou ſhalt aby it.“ 
See alſo Mr. Steevens's Note on the laſt paſſage. | 


Enter 
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Zu all the ambuſh. 
George. 
Stay, my lords, let us parly on theſe broils ; 
Not Hercules againſt two, the proverb is, 
Nor I againſt ſo great a multitude. 
Had not your troops come marching as they did, 


I would have ſtopt your paſſage unto London: 
But now Ill fly to ſecret policy. 


What doeſt thou murmur, George ? 


Marry this, my lord ; 
I muſe, if thou be ——_y_ — Kendall's earl, 
That thou wilt do poor George a Greene this wrong, 
Ever to match me with a troop of men, 


Why didſt thou ſtrike me then? 
George. 
Why, my lord, meaſure me but by yaurſelf ; 
Had you a man had ſerv'd you long, 
And heard your foe miſuſe you behind your back, 
And would not draw his ſword in your defence, 
You would caſhere him, Much more, 
King Edward is my king : and before I'll hear him 
So wrong'd, I'll die within this place, 
And maintain good whatſoever I have ſaid, 
And, if I ſpeak not reaſon in this caſe, 
What I have ſaid Ill maintain in this place. 
; Bonfield. 
A pardon, my lord, for this Pinner ; | 
For truſt me, he ſpeakcth like a man of worth, 


Kendall, | 
Well, George, 
Wilt thou leave Wakefield, and ** wend with me ; 
Fil freely put up all and pardon thee. 
George. 
Ay, my lord, conſidering me one thing, 
Tou will leave theſe arms and follow your good king. 


> end] See Note to Tancred and Giſmunda, A. 1. S. 3. vol. II. p. 174. 
King, 


/ 3 ; . ſ +4 
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Why, George, I riſe not a mint * Edward, 
/ But x4 the poor that is oppre 5 wrong; | 
And, if king Edward will redreſs the ſame, 
I will not offer him diſparagement, 
But otherwiſe, and ſo let this ſuffice. 
Thou hear'ſt the reaſon why I riſe in arms, 
Now wilt thou leave Wakefield, and wend with me, 
I'll make thee captain of a hardy band, 
Aud, when I have my will, dub thee a koight, 
e. 
Why, my lord, have ye any hope to win? 
e 
Why, there is a prophecy doth ay, | 
That king james and I ſhall meet at London, 
13 And make the king vail bonnet to us boch. 
George. 


| If this were true, my lord, this were a mi reaſon. 
my * wie ighty reaſo 


Why, 1 it is a miraculous prophecy, and cannot fail. 
cor ge. | 
Well, my lord, you have almoſt turned me. 
Jenkin, come hither, 
 Fenkin, 


George. 4 
* Go your ways home, fir, 1 
And drive me thoſe three horſes home unto my houſe, 
And pour them down a buſhel of good oats. 


Sir. e 


Fenkin. 
Well, I wall — I give theſe ſcurvy horſes 
Oats? . [Exit Jenkin. 
| Ghar, 


Will it pleaſe you to command your train afide ? 


13 And make 8 king vail bonnet to us both.) To wail vid is a phraſe 
which occurs in Edward II. vol. II. p. 321. and alſo in Edward III. A. 4. 
S. 7. In all theſe places it means 4 ſtand uncovered as a mark of ſub- 
miſſion. Again, we find 20 vail flag, to vail cap, to vail top, in other writers 
of the time; and all theſe ſeveral modes of expreſſion are intended to de- 
note either inferiority or reſpect in the perſons doing theſe ſeveral acts. 


Kendall, 


i 
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hay neg Pa 
Here in a wood, not far from hence, 


There dwells an old man in a cave alone, 
That can foretel what fortunes ſhall befall you; 
For he is greatly ſkilful in magic art. 
Go you there to him early in the morning, 
And queſtion him; if he ſays . 
Why then, my lord, I am the foremoſt man, 
We will march up with your camp to London. 
Kendall. | 
George, thou honoureſt me in this: 
But where ſhall we find him out ? 
| George. 

My man ſhall conduct you to the place; 
But good my lords, tell me true what the old man ſaith. 

| Kendall. ; 
That will I, as I am earl of Kendall, 7 

George. | 

Why then, to honour George a Greene the more, 
Vouchſafe a piece of beef at my poor houſe; 
You ſhall have wafer cakes your fill, 
A piece of beef hung up ſince Martilmas ; 
It that like you not, take what you bring tor me. 


14 Gramercies, George. - Exeunt mes. 
Enter George a Greene's boy Wily diſguiſed like a woman. 


| Wily, - , 
O what is love ! it is ſome mighty power, £3, 
Elſe could it never conquer George a Greene. 

Here dwells a churl that keeps away his love. 

I know the worſt, and if I be eſpied, | 
Tis but a beating; and if I by this means | 


14 Gramercies, George.] Gramercy, that is, ſays Mr. Hawkins, Origin 
Drama, vol. III. 269, grand merci; or, I thank ye. Je vous remercte. 
n this ſenſe it was conſtantly uſed by our firft writers. c 

I | an 


# / i A * 5 


% GEORGE A GREENK, 
Can get fair Bettris forth her father's door, Bk 
It is enough. Venus, be for me, and ſhe alone, 

Be aiding to my wily enterprize. | [He knocks at the door, 


Grime. 1 . 
How now! who knocks there ? what would you have? 
From whence came you ? 3 do you dwell!?;ʒ;« 
ys a 
I am, forſooth, a ſempſter's maid hard- by, 
* That hath brought work home to your daughter, 
ime. 
Nay, are ye not ſome crafty quean, 
That comes from George a Greene, 
With ſome letters to my daughter ? 
I will have you ſearch dc. 
Wily. 


Alas! fir, it is Hebrew unto me, 
Jo tell me of George a Greene, or any other. 
Search me, good fir, and if you find a letter 
About me, let me have the puhiſhment that is due. 
LIM Grime, | | | 
Why are you muffled ? I 3 


HY. ' 

I am not, fir, aſham'd to ſhew my face; 

Yet loth J am my cheeks ſhould take the air: 
Nor am I *5 chary of my beauty's hue, - 8 
But that I am troubled with the tooth - ach ſore. 
| Grime, 

A pretty wench, of ſmiling countenance ! 
Old men can like, although they cannot love; 
Ay, and love, though not ſo brief as young men can. 

ell, go in, my wench, and ſpeak with my daughter. 


[Exit Wily. 
I wonder much at the earl of Kendall, 
Being a mighty man, as ſtill he is, 


15 chary] Careful. So, in Euphuer, p.22.. Tou have made fo 

« large profer of your ſervice, and ſo fayre promiſes of fidelitie, that were 

I not over charie of mine honeſty, you would inveigle me to ſhake hands 
« with chaſtitie,” . y 

et 


* 
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Vet for to be a traitor to his king, 


Is more then God or man will well allow. 

But what a fool am I to talk of him? 

My mind is more here of the laſs: 

Had ſhe brought ſome forty pounds to town, 

I could be content to make her my wife: 
Yet I have heard it in a proverb ſaid, A wg 

He that is old, and marries with a laſs, 

Lies but at home, and proves himſelf an aſs. 


Enter Bettris in Wily's apparel to Grime, 
How now, my wench, how is it? what, not a word? 
Alas, poor foul ! the tooth-ach plagues her ſore. 
Well, my wench, here 1s an angel for to buy 
Thee pins, and I pray thee uſe mine houſe ; . 
The oftener, the more W farewel. a [Exit. 
ettris, 
O bleſſed love, and bleſſed fortune both! 
But, Bettris, ſtand not here to talk of love, | 
But hie thee ſtraight unto thy George a Greene, 


Never went roe-buck ſwifter on the downs, 


Than I will trip it till I ſee my George. [Exit. 
Enter the Earl of Kendall, Lord Bonfield, Sir Gilbert, and 
]ienkin the Clown, FITS 
Kendall, 


Come, away, Jenkin, 

| Tenkin. 
Come, here's his houſe, Where be you, ho ? 
Who knocks there ? ai 


Here are two or three poor men, father, 
Would ſpeak with you. 
George. 


Pray, give your man leave to lead me forth, 
J Kendall, | 
Go, Jenkin, fetch him forth, 


— — 4 - i , 
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Foe. wha anti on Bd jd : 1 80 jt 
| Kendall, LEN, 

ED UIWEND come to 4 
Thee « word in bee, har nee their tes, _ 


TWG 


Father, I am ſure you hear the news, | 
How that the earl of Kendal wars againſt the king, 1 1 
Now, father, we three are gentlemen by birth, - 
But younger brethren that want wy: a 
And for A have to be prefer d 
If that we knew that we ſhall win, 


We will march with him: 
If not, we will not march a foot to * mers 


Therefore, good father, tell us what ſhall ha 
Whether the king or the earl of Kendall ſh —.— 


George. 
The king, my ſon. 


Kendall. 
Art thou ve of that ? | | 
"FT Gem... 
Ay, as ſure as thou art Henry Momford, 3 
The one lord Bonfield, the other fir Gilbert. NIE 
Kendall. \ 
Why, this is wondrous, being blind of fi ght, 
His deep perceivance ſhould be ſuch to ho us. 
Gilbert, 
Magick is mighty, and fortelleth great matters. 
Indeed, father, here is the earl come to ſee thee, 
1% And therefore, good father, fable not with him. 


— 


— \ — 


16 4nd n &c. ] The ſame expreſſion is in Shak wy; and Milos. 
The Firſt Pant of Henry VI. A. 4. S. 2: * 
« He fables not, T hear the enemy.” 


Comus, 1. $00. 
6 She fables not, I feel that I do fear. 


/ 
% 


: George. 


1 
uk Frick ke or waxes C5 
Welcome is the ef ie m 5 e . * * 
And ſo are you, my lords; ut let me e 5 
To leave theſe wars againſt your king, | 
And live in quiet 
© "Kendall, 
. Father, we come not for advice in war, 


But to know whether we ſhall win or 17 freſs, 
George. 


Loſe, tle lords, but bot by ki Edward: . 
A baſer man ſhall ae rg h | 
\ 1 marry, Riber, what men is that ? 
Poor Geotge a Greene, the - EY 

2 Kendall. 
What ſhall he? | 
Pull all your plumes, and fore diſhonour you; 
Hel as how? 


73% 


* 


7 


Georgi, 
Nay, the end tries all; bor fe it will fall but. 


Kendall. 
But ſo it ſhall not, by my honour Chriſt, 
In raiſe my camp, and fire Wakefield town, 
And take that ſervile Pinner George a Greene; 
And butcher him before kin 8 face. 


Good my lord, be not offended, 
For I ſpeak no more than art reveals to me: 
And for proof, KAR 
Give your man leave to fetch we ny ſta | ö 


Kendal 
Jenkin, fetch him hie walking - ſtaff, 


Here is your walking Hk. \ 
| 17 lerſe.] I. e. loſe. —— —— 
Vor, III. * Corea 


9 
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I prove ie good upon your carcaſes : 


A wiſer wizard never met yet, 
Nor one that better could foredoom your fall: 
Now I have ſingled you here alone, 
I care not though you be three to one. 
| Kendall. 
Villain, haſt thou betray'd us ? 
eOr.gee 
Mom ford, thou lieſt, never was I 
A traitor yet; only devis'd this guile 
To draw you on, for to be combatants. 
Now conquer me, and then march on to London, 
But it ſhall go hard, but I wk 2008 you taſk, 
. Gilbert, 
Come, my lord, cheerly, I'll kill him hand to hand. 
Kendall, 


A thouſand pound to _ ſtrikes that ſtroke 
| a eorge. 
Then give it me, for I will have the firſt. 
[Are they fight, George kills Gilbert, and takes the 


_ _—_ b 
— — — a w_ = 
. 1 — — —.—— — —_— 2 _= — 1 
2 * * Ing _ - 
4 K 4 — 2 * . 8 = — 
—— —_—- OCR . er Oc * * 
— 2 
6 - — Wo — 


{| other two priſoners. 
| Ka 
| Stay, George, we do appeal. 
0 | George, 
j To whom ? vg 
| Bonfield, FP 


— © — — 


"Why, to the king: 
For rather had we bide what he appoints, 
Than here be murthered by a groom. 


What wilt thou do with us? 
George, 
Even as lord Bonfield * wiſt: 
You ſhall unto the king, and for that purpoſe, 
See where the juſtice is placed, 


ſ 


— — ———— wv. 
1 5 — 
3 


| or Wi Shoe, So, 13 and lie detun at the World's Folly, 
1605, Sign. E 4: „ — with a deepe figh, ſaying, Had J. wif! this 

A would have falne out.” * 85 * * 2d. 1, wit 
Euter 


\ 


. | 
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Fulice. 

Now, my lord of Kendall, where be all your threats ? 


Even as the cauſe, ſo is the combat fallen, 
Elſe one could never have conquer'd three, 
Kendall. 


| 


I pray thee, Woodroffe, do not twit me; 
If I have faulted, I muſt make amends. 


| George. | 
Maſter Woodroffe, here is not a 2 for many words. 
I beſeech ye, fir, diſcharge all his ſoldiers, 
That every man may go home unto his own houſe. 

ict, 


4 
It ſhall be ſo; what wilt _ do, George ? 


Mater Wess look to 76% chain, 
Leave me to myſelf. 
> ; #f/lice, 


Come, my lords, * [Exeunt all but George. 


Here ſit thou, George, War. willow wrea 
As one deſpairing of thy beauteous love, 
Fie, George! no more; 
has not away for that which cannot be, 

cannot joy in any 7 bliſs, 5 


So long as I do want my 
Enter Jenkins. 


Fenkin, 
Who ſee a maſter of mine? 


How now, firrah, whither away? 
Fenkin, 

Whither away ? why who do you take me to be? 
Why Jenkin, my man. 4 

. Jenin. | 


I was ſo once indeed, but now the caſe is altered. 


C 2 


George, 


* 
1 


. * 
GEORGE A GREEN 


George, 
I thee, as how? 
= | TFenkin, 


Were not you a fortune - teller to- day? 


George. 
Well, what of that? 
Fenkins. 

So ſure am I become a ju pgler. | 

What will you ſay if I juggle your ſweet - heart ? 
tor ge. | 

Peace, prating *? loſell; her jealous father 
Doth all gpvr Ger with ſuch ſuſpicious eyes, 
That, if a man but dally by her feet, - 
He thinks it ſtraight a pM his daughter. 

Ms 

Well, what will you give _ if I bring her hither ? 


eorge, 
A ſuit of green, and twenty crowns beſides, 


enkinss - 
Well, by your leave, give me room; 
You muſt give me ſomethi Fw you have lately worn. 
| ' COT PCs 
Here is a gown, will that — you? 


| „„  w_ 
Ay, this will ſerve me: keep out of my circle, 
Laos be torn in pieces with Bades: wh 
Miſtriſs Bettris, once, twice, thrice. 


| Geor ge. 

Is this my love? or is it but her ſhadow ? 
Fenkin, 

Ay, this is the ſhadow, but here is the ſubſtance, 


George, 
Tell me, ſweet love, what na. fortune brought thee hither ? 


For one it was that favoured George a Greene, 
| Bettris. 
Both love and fortune brought me to my George, 
In whoſe ſweet fight is all my heart's content. 


19 bſe!!] See Note 66 on Gammer Gurtor's Needle, vol. II. p- 8 _ 
| | e , 
** 


Fo 


3 8 [He throws the ground in, and ſhe cames out, 
Oh, is this no cunning ! of : 3 | 


5. 


r 


r LETT, ERECT” 9 n SIO... "i 


r —— - 8 * o _ 
ETC AOWIHESS oo TT. 


e 


gs TY. 1 


* n n 
e 


r no SIN, 


Plaid twice the man, I had not now been here. 
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Tell me, fiveet love, how cam thou from thy father's? | 
| tris. 
A willing mind hath many flips in love, 
It was not I, but Wily thy _ boy. 


And where is Wily now ? 
Bettris, 
In my apparel in my chamber ſtill. 
Rr; 
Jenkin, come hither: go to rd, 


And liſten out your fellow Wily. 
Come, Bettris, let us in, 


And in my cottage we will fit and talk, [Exeunt ones. 
Scots, Lord Warwick, Joung 


their train, 
Etvard. 
© Brother of Scotland, I do hold it hard, 


Seeing a league of truce was late confirm'd 
Twixt you and me, without diſpleaſure offered, 
You ſhould make ſuch invaſion in my | 
The vows of kings ſhould be as oracles, 
Not blemiſh'd with the ſtain of any breach; 
Chiefly where fealty and homage willeth it. 
James. 

Brother of England, rub * the ſore afrefh, 

My conſcience grieves me for my deep miſdeed. 


Enter King Edward, the King 9 
Cuddy , 


I have the worſt: of thirty thouſand men, | 
There *ſcapt not full five thouſand from the field, 
Edrwar, 4. . 


Gramercy, Muſgrove, elſe it had gone hard. | 
Cuddy, I'll quite thee well ere we two part. | 
ame. 


But had not his old father, William Muſgrove, 


A ſtronger man I ſeldom felt before; 

But one of more reſolute valiance 

Treads not, I think, upon = Engliſh ground, 
| 3 


Zaward. 


/ . 
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| . Edward. FO 
I wot well, Muſgrove * loſe bis hire. 


And it pleaſe your grace, my father was 
Five ſcore and three at Midſummer laſt paſt: ; 
Yet had king James been as good as George a Greene, 
Yet Billy Muſgrove would have * with him. 


As George a Greene? N 
T pray thee, Cuddy, let me queſtion thee. 
Much have I. heard, ſince I came to my crown, 
Many in manner of a proverb fay, | ; 
Were he as good as George a Greene, I would firike him ſure. 
I pray thee tell me, Cuddy, can'ſt thou inform me, 
hat is that George a Greene ? 
, Cuday. 
Know, my lord, I never ſaw the man, 
But mickle talk is of him in the country: 
They ſay he is the Pinner of Wakefield town; 
But for his other qualities, I let alone, | : 
| ©} arwick, L 
May it pleaſe your grace, I know the man too well. 
Too well! why fo, Henne ? | 


| 
| For once he ſwing'd me, till my bones did ake. 
_ 


Why, dares he ſtrike an earl ? 
W arwick, . 

An earl, my lord ! nay, he will ſtrike a kin 
Be it not king Edward. For ſtature he is fram' 
Like to the picture of ſtout Hercules, | 
And for his carriage paſſeth Robin Hood. 
The boldeſt earl or baron of our land, 
That offereth ſcath unto the town of Wakefield, 


George will arreſt his pledge unto the pound; 


20 ſcath] Scath is harm, miſchief, As in Richard III. A. 1. S. 3: 
« To pray for them that have done ſcatbe to us. 
The Second Part of Henry VI. A. 2. S. 4: 
* All theſe could not procure me any ſcathe.” 


And 
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And who ſo reſiſteth bears away the blows, 
For he himſelf is good enough for three. 


Why, this is wondfous !—My lord of Warwick, 
Sore do I long to ſee this George a Greene. 
But leaving him, what ſhall we do, my lord, 
For to ſubdue the rebels in the north ? 
They are now marching up to Doncaſter. 


Enter one with the Earl of Kendall priſoner. 
Soft, who have we there ? 
3 Cuddy. 
Here is a traitor, the earl of Kendall, 
Eaward. 45 70 
Aſpiring traitor ! how dar'it thou once Ter 7 


Caſt thine eyes upon thy — | 
That honour'd thee with kindneſs and with favour ? 
Bat I will make thee buy this treaſon dear. 


Good, my lotd 4 
my lord. 
. y E . rd, "A 
Reply not, traitor. 
Tell me, Cuddy, whoſe deed of honour 
Won the victory againſt this rebel? Fa SIE. 
Cuddy 2 


George a Greene, the Pinner of Wakefield, 


George a Greene! now ſhall I hear news 
Certain, what this Pinner is: — 
Diſcourſe it briefly, Cuddy, how it befel. | | 

7 


Kendall and Bonfield, with ſir Gilbert Armſtrong, 
Came to Wakefield town diſguis' d, 
And there ſpoke ill of your grace; 
Which George but hearing, fell'd them at his feet; 
And, had not reſcue come into the 
George had lain him in his cloſe of wheat. 

Edward, 

But, Cuddy, canſt thou not tell 

Where I might give and _ ſome thing, 
4 


GEORGE.A GREENE, . 


This at their parting George did ſay to me: 
If the king — this my — bug | 


Then, gentle Cuddy, kneel upon thy kn 
And humbly crare a boon of Mi for — 


Edward. 
Cuddy, what is it? 


Tt is his will your grace. would 1 them. 
And let them live, im, 1 offended. 


I think the man ftriveth to be glorious, 
Well, George hath crav'd it, and it ſhall be granted, 
Which none but he in England ſhould have go gotten. 
Live, Kendall, but as priſoner, 
So ſhalt thou end thy days within the Tower. 


Gracious i is Edward to offending ſubjects. 


James. 


— 


My Lord of Kendall, you are welcome to the court, 
Edward. ; 


Nay, but ill come as it falls out now; 

54 ill come indeed, were it not for George a Greene, 
ntle king, for ſe you would aver, 

And ward's betters, I ſalute you both, 

And here I vow. by good Saint George, 5 
You will gain but little, when your ſums are counted. 
J ſore do long to ſee this George a Greene: 

And for becauſe I never ſaw the North, 

I will forthwith go ſee it: 

And for that to none I will be 6 

We will diſguiſe ourſelves and ſteal down ſecretly, 
Thou and I, king James, Cuddy, and two or three, 
And make a merry journey for a month. 

Away then, conduct him to the Tower. 

Come on, king James, my heart muſt needs be merry, 


"bat might pleaſe, a and highty L's: the Planer — > 


% 


If fortune makes ſuch havock of our foes, [ Ex. omnes. 


Enter 


* 
5 
3 


* 
Robin Hood, Maid Marian, Scarlet, ond Much. the 
= | Miller's Sox, | ” | 
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| ' Robin. En 

Why is not lovely Marian blithe of cheer Þ- - , - 
What ails my lemman, that ſhe *gins to lowr ? 
Say, good Marian; why art thou ſo ſad ? 

Ye - Marian, Fa | 

Nothing, my Robin, grieves me to the heart, 
But — Ah. I do walk abroad, 

I bear no ſongs but all of George a Greene, 
Bettris his fair lemman paſſeth me, 
And this, my Robin, galls my very ſoul. 

| | obi 5 

Content, what wreaks it us, though George a Greene 
Be ſtout, ſo long as he doth proffer us no ſcath ? 
Envy doth ſeldom hurt but to itſelf, 

And therefore, Marian, ſmile upon thy Robin, 
Nad. 

Never will Marian ſmile upon her Robin, 

Nor lie with him under the green - wood ſhade, 
Till that thou go to Wakefield on a green, 
And beat the Pinner for the love of me. 

Robin, 

Content thee, Marian, I will eafe thy grief, ! 
My merry men and I will thither ſtray ; | 
And here I vow, that for the love of thee 
J will beat George a Greene, or he ſhall beat me. 

Sg . Carlet. 

As I am Scarlet, next to little John, 
One of the boldeſt yeomen of the crew, 
80 will I ** wend with Robin all along, 
And try this Pinner what he dares to 1 

BR Bf © 

As I am Much, the miller's ſon, 

That left my mill to go with thee, 


21 end] See vol. II. p. 174. 
2. Mucb.] In the Ballads he is called Midge. 


a 
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=> 
And nil t that I have done, . * 
This — life e A ; N 
In aught I may, to doe thee good, 
1'll live and die with Robin Hood, 
Marian. 


And, Robin, Marian the will go with thee, | 
To ſee fair Bettris how ER is of blee. 


. 
Marian, thou ſhalt go with thy Robin. 
Bend up your bows, and ſee your ſtrings be tight, 
'The arrows keen, and every thing be ready, 
And each of you *3 a good bat on his neck, 
Able to lay a good man on the ground, 


Scar 


I will have frier Tucke's. 


Much. Woe" 

I will have little John's. | 

| Nobin. 4 

I will have'one made of an aſhen plunk, 
Able to bear a bout or two. 
Then come on, Marian, let us go; | 
For before the fun doth ſhew the morning day, 
I will be at Wakefield to ſee this Pinner, George a Greene. 


— 


Pa 


23 — 2 good bat on bis neck,] A bat is a club. 80% in King Laas, 
A. 4. $.6: © iſe try whether your coſtard or my bat be the harder.” 
| See Mr. Steevens's Note on this paſſage. | 

The mode of expreſſion here uſed is very frequent in ancient writers, 
So, in Munday's Tranſlation of Palmerin.D*Oliva, 1588, p. 35. © —fo 
& aſcended he the hyll, by a little trackt foote path, with hys yron mace 
46 on hit necke, and the glaſſe for the water faſtened at his gyrdle.” x 

Dekkar's Be/man of London, Sign. Ez: «© but when 12 hed 
« neere unto him, and beheld a man with a lanthorne and candle in his 
« hand, a long ſtaffe on hi necks, and a dogge at his tayle, &c.” 

Dekkar's Belman's Night walkes, Sign. I 2: © — he tooke him for 
« ſome churleſh Hobgoblin, ſeeing a long ſtaffe an bi; necks, and therefore 
« to be one of his owne fellowes.” 


- See alſo Dr. Farmer's and Mr. Steevens's Notes on A. you like it, 
A. 1. S. 2. : 


Enter 
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Enter a Shoemater ſitting upon the fake at work; Jenkin to bun. 


My maſters, he that hath neither meat not money, 
And hath loſt his credit with the alewife, 
For any thing I know, may go ſupperleſs to bed. 
But ſoft, who is here? here is a ; 
He knows where is the beſt ale. 
Shoemaker, I pray thee tell me, | 
Where is the beſt ale in the town? 

| Shoemaker, 


Afore, afore, follow thy noſe, 
At the fign of the eyg-ſhell. 
Fenkin, 


Come, Shoemaker, if thou wilt, 
And take thy part of a pot. 


Sirrah, down with your ſtaff, 
Down with your ſtaff. 


* 


Why, how now, is the fellow mad ? 
I pray thee tell me, why ſhould I hold down my ſtaff? 
Shoemaker 


You will down with him, fir, wilt you not, fir? 
enkin, 
Why, tell me wherefore * . 
My friend, this is th — pm kefield, 
y friend, this is the town o Wal ö 
And here is a cuſtom held, that none ſhall paſs 
With his ſtaff on his ſhoulders, but he muſt have 
A bout with me; and ſo ſhall you, ſir. 
Fenkin, 
And ſo will not I, fir. 
That will I try, 2+ Barking dogs bite not the foreſt, 
1. ̃ 
I would to God, I were once well rid of him. [Ad. 


Barking dogs, & c.] This was proverbial. See Rays's Proverbs, 
7 
Shoemaker > 


I ' , 
5 3 
FE 

> 


{ 
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Now, what, will you down with f? 
2888 Jani. | 
Why, you are not in earneſt, are you ? 


If I am not, take that. | 
= <P Fenkin, 
You whoreſep cowardly ſcab, 
It is but the part of a *5 clapperdudgeon, 
To ſtrike a man in the ſtreet. 
But dareſt thou walk to the town's end with me ? 
Shoemaker, | 
Ay, that I dare do: | 
But ſtay till I lay in my tools, and I will go 
With thee to the town's end preſently. 
Fenkin, C 


I would I knew how to be rid of this fellow, [Alu. 
5 Shoemaker o og” 
Come, fir, will you come mow town's end now, fir? 


* 


Ay, ſir, come. 
Now we are at the town's end, what ſay you now ? 
Shoemaker 


Marry come, let us even have a bout. | 
ſay a littl b Id th Land 1 thes. 
Ha, ſtay a little, hold hands, - 
Fa, ſtay 3 — pray 
Why, what's the matter ? | 
Tenkin, 
Faith, I am Under-pinner of a town, 


And there is an order, which if I do not keep, 
I ſhall be turned out of my office. 


| Shoemaker, 
What is that, fir? J. 
25 Lee A cant term for 2 beggar born. Dekkar's Vl. 


MY 


lainies di _ „Ke. 1620, Sign. N 3. 80, in Ben Jonſon's Staple of 
2. S. 4: ves as | 
„% —- what! a clapper dudgeon! 
« That's a good fign to have a beggar follow him 
« So near, at his firſt entry into fortune.“ | 


A. eW3z 


Fenkin, 
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ills 
Whenſoever I go to fight with any body, 
T uſe to flouriſh my pw rice about my head 
Betore I ſtrike, wy” then ſhew no favour, 
Shoemaker, 
Well, fir, and till then I will, not ſtrike RY 
Fenkin, 
Well, fir, here is once, twice—here is my handy 
I will never do it the third time. 
Shoemater . 
Why then, I ſee, we ſhall not fight, 
Fenkin, 
Faith, no: come, I will give thee two pots 
Of the beſt ale, and be friends. 
Shoemaker. 
Faith, I fee, 


I is as hard to get water out of a flint, 
As to get him to have a bout with me: 
Therefore I will enter into him for ſome cheer, 
My friend, I ſee thou art a faint-hearted fellow, 
Thou haſt no ſtomach to fight, 
Therefore let us go to the ale-houſe and drink. 
Fenlin. 

Well, content, go thy ways and ſay th ers. 

Thou "(cap 'lt my — Ga ary SIFOY [ Exeunt omnes. 


— 


l 


George, 
Tell me, ſweet love, how is thy mind content, 
What, canſt thou brook to live with George a Greene ? 
Bettris. 
Oh, George, how little pleaſing are theſe words? 
Came 1 from Bradford for — hs of thee ? 
And left my father for ſo ſweet a friend? - 
Here will 4 live until my life do end. 


Enter Robin Hood, and Marian, and bis train, 
George, 
Hoppy am I to hve fo fret a love 
5 But 
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But what are theſe come ** trafing here along ? 
Bettris, 


Tau is — | 


George. 
1 Back again, you fooliſh travellers, a 
or you are w and may not *7 wend t 
5 2 Robin Hood. NE? 


That were great ſhame. Now by my ſoul, proud fir, 
We be three ** tall yeomen, and thou but one, 5 


Come, we will forward in deſpite of him. 
Ge 


Ne. 
Leap the ditch, or I will make you ſkip, 
What, « cannot the highway ſerve your turn, 


But u muſt make a over the corn ? 
* 1 | 


Why, art thou mad ? dar'it thou incounter three? 
We are no babes, man, louk _ our limbs,” 


Sirrah, the biggeſt limbs have not the doueſt hearts, 
Were ye as good as Robin Hood, and his three merry men, 


I'll drive you back the ſame way that ye came. 
Be ye men, ye ſcorn to incounter me all at once, 


$6 ctr Following. So, in Churchyard's Chal! 180 
2 . in wow, th traced on l * 
4 A trickſie ancient round, | 
« And ſoone as ſhadowes were they gone, 
% And might no more be found.” 
Macbeth, A. 4. S.1: 
„ give to the edge o' the ſword 
&« His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate ſouls 
ec That trace him in his line.“ 

27 — end] See p. 41. 

28 — tall yeomen, ] The word tall in i this place, and in moſt of our 
ancient writers, is not defigned to give us an idea of height or bulk, but 
ſignifies four, bold, or courageous. Thus, in Pierce Pennileſſe's Supplication 
to the Divell, p. g. © Ulyſſes was a fall man under Ajax ſhield : but by 
« himſelfe hee would never adventure bur i 19 the night,” 

Hall's Chronicle, Henry IV. p. 14: © And with that worde Sir Piers 
et entered into the chamber wel armed with ejght tall men in harneis. 

Ibid. p. 19: © — dyd gather a houge armye of twentie thouſande 
4c falle menne and more.” 

So Bobadil addreſſes Downright by the title of Tall man, See Every 
Man in his Humour, A. 4. S. 7. and Mr. Whalley's Note thereon. 


But 
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But be ends fit upon. me ul e I 
Andy thi Pinner what he dares perform. 


Were thou as high in deeds 
As thou art . in words, 


Thou well mi be a champion for a king: 
But empty v — ow rant 


And coward pre mrs chan men of worth 
Sirrah, dareſt thou try me? 


Ay, firrah, that I dare. 
[Tho le and George a Greene beats him, 


How now ? what art thou down ? 
— fir, I am next. 


[ They fight, and George u Greene beats bin, 


Come, ſirrah, now to me; ſpare me not, 
For I'll not ſpare thee. 


Make no dou, 1 will bas ora o thee 
. [Thy fight, Robin Hood for. 


Stay, George, for here I do — th 
Thou art the Riouteſt champion that ever 1 
Laid Hands upon. 4 


eerge. 
Soft, you fir, by your. leave, you lye, 
You never yet 4d hands on me. 
Robin Hood. 


George, wilt thou forſake Wakefield, 
— go with me TS 
wo liveries will I. give. wma rag year 
And forty crowns ſhall be thy fee y 
George. 
Why, who art thou ? 


29 George, wilt thavy &c.]. Ke the Ballad in Be. Calle, vol. I. 


p. 109, 2 


4+ 520 © Robin 


1. 
4 
pf 


FO» 


# GftokorAacrint 


ok Robin Hood. 
Why, Robin Hood: © = 
T am come hither with my Marian, ö 
And theſe my yeomen for to viſit thee, ' | 1 


Robin Hood} | 
Next to king Edward art thou leefe 39 to me. 0 
Welcome, ſweet Robin Hood; welcome, maid Marian; 
And welcome, you my friends. Will you to my poor houſe? 
You ſhall have wafer-cakes your fill, 0 
A piece of beef hung up ſiner 3* Martlemas, 
- Mutton and veal ; if this like you not, 

Take that you find, or that you bring for me. 

+ Ae _ 2 Hood. | 
ercies, eorge, 

Tu be thy gueſt to-day» 


George, 
Robin, therein thou e me. 
II lead the Way. - | 


Enter King Edward and King James diſzziſed, with two flaven 
Edward. 
Come on, king James, how we are thus diſguiſed, 
There is none (I know) will take us to be kings: 
I think we are now in Bradford, | 
Where all the merry fhoemakers dwell, 


Enter a Shoemaker , 


2 
: with your ſtaves, thy fri 
Down with them, F 


Edward. | 
Down with our ſtaves! I pray thee, why fo? 


[Extunt ones, 


\ 


39 — fe] See Note to Gammer Gurton's Needle, vol. II. p. 37. 


3: Martlemas,] Martlemas is corrupted from Martinmas, the feaſt of 
St. Martin, the eleventh of November. The corruption, as Mr. Steevens 


remarks (Note to the Second Part of Henry IV. A. 2. 8. .), is generdl 
in all the old Plays, 1 ww 


THRPfNNEROPWAEKETFIELD. 4 
Shoemaker, | «8, 
My friend, I ſee thou art a ſtranger here, 
Elſe would'ſt thou not have queſtion'd of the thing. 
This is the town of Bradford, 
And here hath been a cuſtom kept of old, 
That none- may bear his ſtaff upon his neck, 
But trail it all along throughout the town, 
Unleſs they mean to have a bout with me. 
But hear you, fir, hath the king 
Granted you this cuſtom ? 


Shoemaker. 
32 King or Kaiſar, none ſhall paſs this way, 
Except king Edward ; 


No, not the ſtouteſt | that haunts his court: 
Therefore down with your ſtaves. 
| Edward. 


What were we beſt to do? 


James. 
Faith, my lord, they are ſtout fellows ; 
And, becauſe we will ſee ſome ſport, 
We will trail our ſtaves. 
Edward. 


Hear'ſt thou, my friend? 
Becauſe we are men of peace and travellers, 
We are content to trail our ſtaves. 


31 King or Kaiſar,þ The expreſſion of King and Kaiſer is ent! 
uſcd b 8 22 Mr. Warton's Obſervations, vol. 2 p · . v4 
ſeveral inſtances are produced. of 

Again, in Nobody and Somebody, N. D. Sign. H 3: * My harts in my 
© hoſe, but my face was never aſhamed to ſhew itſelfe yer befoxe King , 
4 or Kcyſar,” ' 

Skelton's Works, p.-196 : 

Ve boſte, ye face, ye erake 
% And upon you take 
« To rule King and Kayſer.” 

Euphues, p. 65: — © no King, nor Keyſer be he never ſo roiall in 
© birth, Sc.“ | 

The Return from Parnaſſus, A. 5. 8. 1: 

„Fair fell good Orpheus, that would rather be 
* King of a molehil), than a Kcyſar ': flave. 
'Vor, III. D Shoemaker. 


* * * 0 9 7 
0 * 5 : 0 * 
il 1 
” . 
1 
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Shoemaker, 
The way lies before you, go along. 


"oh Enter Robin Hood ond George ce dine 57 
Robin Hood, 
28 George, two men are paſſing through the town, 
Two luſty men, and yet they trail their ſtaves. | 
George. 1 
Robin, they are ſome peaſants trickt in N 5 weeds. 
Hollo, you two travellers ! 
Edward. 


Call you us, fir? 
George. 


Ay, you, Are ye not big enough to bear 
Your bats _ your necks, but you muſt trail them 


Along the ſtreets ? 
Edward, 


Yes, fir, we are big enough ; 
But here is a cuſtom kept, that none may paſs 
His ſtaff upon his neck, unleſs he trail it at the weapon's point, 
Sir, we are men of peace, ard love to ſleep: 
In our whole ſkins, and therefore quietnels is beſt. 
George, 

Baſe minded peaſants, worthleſs to be men; 
What. have you bones and limbs to ſtrike a blow, 
And be your hearts ſo faint, you cannot fight? 
Wer't not for ſhame, I would 33 drub your ſhoulders well, 
And teach you manhood againſt another time. 

Shoemaker, 
Well preach, ſir Jack, down with your ſtaff. 
Edward, 
Do you hear, my friends? and you be wile, 
Keep down your ſtaves, for all the town 
Will riſe upon you. 


} 


George. 
Thou ſpeakeſt like an honeſt quiet fellow. 
But hear you me; in ſpite of all the ſwains 
Of Bradford town, bear me your ſtaves upon your necks, 


33 drub] The firſt edition reads /orube 


Or 


THE PINNER or WAKEFIELD, 5 N 


to withall, I'll baſte you bath ſo well, 
* ae better 1 Ja your hves. 


will hold up our ſtaves, 


[George a Greene fights <vith the ſboemahers 
jy them len, F 


* 


What, have you fon | —_— | 
Call all your town forth, Cur, and Lange 


The Sboemalers ſby Tg AI”: 3 


What ! George a Greene, is it you? 34A "TED found you! 
I think you long d to ſwinge me well. 
Come, George, we will *5 cruſh a pot before we part. 
18 ear ge. 

A pot! you flave, we will have an hundred. 
Here, Will Perkins, take my purſe, 
Fetch me a ſtand of ale, and ſet in the 3 
That all may drink that are athirſt this da 


For this is for a fee to welcome Robin 
To Bradford town. 


They bring out the fland of ale and fall a drinking 
Here, Robin, fit thou here ; 

For thou art the beſt man 4 the board this day. 

You that are ſtrangers, place yourſelves where you: -will, 
Robin, here's a 3® carouſe to good king Edward's felf, 

And they that love him not, I would we had | 

The baſting of them a little, 


34 — a plague found youz] i. e. confound vou. | 

35 cruſh a e expreſſion, Mr. Steeyens 1 Nr to 
have been once common among low people. It is often to be met with 
2 ancient Plays, See ſome inſtances in Note to Romeo and Juliet, A. 1. 

2, 

36 careaſe] A carouſe ſeems to be a more than ordi of 
liquor, probably as we now ſay a bumper. e 

Marſton's Firſt Part of Antonio and Malleda, A. 3: 

6 — O gallant youth, | 
" 5 hg mn carouſe unto your countrie's health.“ 
ariton's News ant ef Purgatory, 51. : Supper-time being cbme they 

% fell to their victuals N el Was carrouſt unto by Mutio.“ 


2 Enter 


8 wo 4 * N 100 7 


2 * PR N * 5 
1 7 * 
i; 
3 GEORGE A GREENK,. 
Fa 4 0 A 4 ” A od 41 


Enter the Earl of Warwick with other Noblemen, bringing out the 
BC" then George a Greene and the r keel down 
to . 


| Edward. 

Come, maſters, all fellows. Nay, Robin, 
You are the beſt man at the board to-day, 
Riſe up, George. 


George. 

Nay, good my liege, ill nurtur'd we were then: 
Though we Yorkſhire men be blunt of ſpeech, 
And little ſkill'd in court, or ſuch quaint faſhions, 
Yet nature teacheth us duty to our king, 


Therefore I humbly beſ, L0G pardon George a Greene. 


And my lord, a pardon for poor Robin. 
And 224 a pardon, good king Edward. 


6 A don for the ſhoemakers, 5 


J frankly grant a pardon to you all. 
And George a Greene, give me thy hand; 
There is none in England that ſhall do thee wrong, 
Even from my court I came to ſee thyſelf; 
And now I ſee that fame wp nought but truth. 


8 . cor ge. 

I humbly thank your royall re; 7 
That which I did againſt the earl of Kendall, 
It was but a ſubject's duty to his ſovereign, 
And therefore little merits ſuch good words. 

Bu Pu 3 
t ere I go, Ill grace thee with 
Say what kin g Edward may El ne 
And thou ſhalt have it, _ in England's bounds, 
eorge. 
I have a lovely lemman, of 
37 As bright of blee as is the filyer 


37 As bright of blee] So p. 42. 
10 ſee fair ice how bright ſbe is of ble.” 


THE INNER OF WAKEFIELD. 
And old Grimes her father will not let ber match 


With me, becauſe I am a Pinner, 
h I love her, and ſhe me, ky 


Where is ſhe? 


At home at my poor houſe, 
And vows never to marry unleſs her father 


Gi which is my greateſt grief, my lord. 
ive conſent, is my _ y 


If this be all, I will diſpatch it ſtraight, 
Ill ſend for Grime and force him give his grant; 
He will not deny king Edward ſuch a ſuit. 


Enter Jenkin and ſpeaks, 


Ho, who faw a maſter of mine? 
Oh, he is gotten into company, and a body 
Should rake hell for company. 


Peace, ye ſlave, ſee where king Edward is. 
| Edward. 

George, what is he? 

George. 

I beſoech grace pardon him, he is my man. 


- Sirrah, the king hath been drinking with us, 
And did pledge us too. 
Tenkin, 
Hath he ſo? kneel, I dub you gentlemen. 
Shoemaker . 
Beg it of the king, Jenkin. 
Fenkin, 


I will, I beſeech your worſhip t me one thing, 
y 5 — | 
What is that ? 


Again, Chaucer's Lamentatien of Mary Magdalen, . 391 : 
% Onely for him, which 7 fo bright of ble | 
« As I trowe I ſhall him nevir ſe.” 


D 3 


; * 
Come down on your knees, I have got its 
Shoethaker, 


Let us bear what it is firſt. 
Fenkin, | 
Marry, becauſe ot vs drunk with the king, 
And ihe king hath fo graciouſly pledg'd you, 
You ſhall no more be called Shoemakers ; * 
But you and yours fo the worlds end, 
Shall be called the trade of the Gentle Craft, 
Shoemaker, 
I beſeech your majeſty reform this 
Which he hath ſpoken. | 
Fenkin, : 
I beſeech your worſhip conſume this . 
Which he hath ſpoken. 
Edward, 
Confirm it, you would ſay. 
Well, be hath done it for you, it is ſufficient 
Come, George, we will go to Grime, 190 of 
And have thy love. 
5 Fenkin, ; 


I am ure - 
Your worſhip will abide : for yonder is coming 

Old Muſgrove, and mad Cuddy his ſon. 
Maſter, my fellow Wily, comes dreſt like a woman, 
Aud maſter Grime will — Wily. Here they come. 


Eater Muſgrove and Cuddy, and Mafter Grime, Wily, maid 
Marian and Bettris. 4 
Edward. 
Which is thy old father, Cuddy ? 
| Cuddy 


This, if it pleaſe your majeſty» | 


- 
, 3 


EE PINNER OF WAK ETIETD. gf 
Ah, old Muſgrove, ſtand up; 


It fits not ſuch hairs to kneel, 
| * Myuſgrove, 


Long live 4 
My ſovereign! long and happy be his days? 
Vouchſafe, my gracious lord, a ſimple gitt, 

At Billy Muſgrove's hand, | 

King James at Meddellom-caſtle gave me this, 

This won the honour, and this give I thee. 
War, d. | . 

Godamercy, Muſgrove, for this friendly gift; 

And for thou feld'ſt a king with this ſame weapon, 
This blade ſhall here dub valiant Muſgrove knight. 
Muſgrove, 
Alas, what hath your highneſs done? I am poor. 
Edward, 

33 To mend thy living take thou Meddellom - caſtle, 

The hold of both; and if thou want living, complain, 


33 Th mend thy living take thou Meddellam-caſle,] Mr. Groſe, who 
has given two Views of this Caſtle, and a very accurate Hiſtory of the 
ſeveral changes of its owners, in his Antiquities of England and Wales, 
vol. IV. ſuppoſes, that this Play hath little or no foundation in Hiſtory, 
The King, ſays he, here is ſimply named Edward, without any other 
« diſtinction; but as the Scots Kang is called James, and mention is 
% made of Edward's Son, it can only be Edward the Fourth, he being 
© the firſt of that name contemporary with a James, and the laſt that 
© had iſſue. ES 

“Having thus aſcertained the King, the next ſtep is to fee, whether 
&© the other circumſtances accord with the events of that reign; but in 
*« theſe there is very little fimilarity ; for although there was a war 
© with the Scots, no decifive battle was fought near Middleham, neither 
* was the King of Scotland taken priſoner. It is true, there was a 
« inſurre&ion in Yorkſhire towards the latter end of this reign, on ac» 

* count of a contributicn demanded for the maintenance of an hoſpital 

at York; but this was terminated by the defeat of the rebels at 
« Banbury. I will not object to the anachroniſm of introducing here 
* Robin Hood, who lived in the reign of Richard the Firſt. The in- 
troduction of imaginary characters was a liberty then frequently taken 
in old hiſtorical Plays, in order to divert the audience, and ealiven 
the repreſentation—a compliment to the upper gallerys of thoſe _— 
D 4 - Ic 


* © - 


n vel 
al tier . i les 


Go your ways, and- 40 K. mk 
* 
Come down on your knees, I have got its 
Shoethaker, 


Let us hear what it is firſt, 
11 Fenkin, | 
Marry, becauſe you have drunk with the king, 
And ihe king hath 1 graciouſly pledg'd you, 
You ſhall no more be called Shoemakers ; © 
But you and yours fo the worlds end, 
Shall be called the trade of the Gentle Craſh 
Shoemaker, 
I beſeech your majeſty reform this 
Which he hath ſpoken. 
Fenkin, 


I beſeech your worſhip conſume this h 
Which he hath ſpoken. 
Edward, 
Confirm it, you would ſay. 
Well, be Bath done it for you, it is ſufficients 
Come, George, we will go to Grime, 
And have thy love, = 
Talis. 
I am ſure 
Your worſhip will abide: for yonder is coming 
Old Muſgrove, and mad Cuddy his ſon. 
Maſter, my fellow Wily, comes dreſt like a woman, 
And maſter Grime will _ Wily, Here they come. 


Enter Muſgrove and Cuddy, and Mafter Grime, Win maid 
Marian and Bettris. 
Edward, 
Which is thy old father, Cuddy ? 
Cuddy 


This, if it leaſe your majeity» | 
K 2 0 N Eduard. 


f 


THE PINNER OF WA 
Ah, old Muſgrove, ſtand up; 


It fits not ſuch grey hairs to kneel, 
| Mzuſgrove, 


# 
» 


KEFTELD. & 


Long live , 
My ſovereign! long and happy be his _ 
Vouchſafe, my gracious lord, a fimple yitt, 
At Billy Muſgrove's hand, 
King James at Meddellom-caſtle gave me this, 
This won the honour, and this give I thee, 

ward. 

Godamercy, Muſgrove, for this friendly gift; 
And for thou feld'ſt a king with this ſame weapon, 
This blade ſhall here dub valiant Muſgrove knight. 

Muſgrove, 
Alas, what hath your highneſs done? I am poor. 
Edward. 


33 To mend thy living take thou Meddellom - caſtle, 
The hold of both ; and it thou want living, complain, 


33 Th mend thy living take thou Medadellam-caſtle,] Mr. Groſe, who 
has given two Views of- this Caſtle, and a very accurate Hiſtory of the 
ſeveral changes of. its owners, in his Antiquities of England and Wales, 
vol. IV. ſuppoſes, that this Play hath little or no foundation in Hiſtory. 
„The King, ſays he, here is fimply named Edward, without any other 
« diſtinction; but as the Scots King is called James, and mention is 
4% made of Edward's Son, it can only be Edward the Fourth, he being 
© the firſt of that name contemporary with a James, and the laſt that 
ic had iflue. f 

© Having thus aſcertained the King, the next ſtep is to ſee, whether 
* the other circumſtances accord with the events of that reign ; but in 
* theſe there is very little fimilarity ; for although there was a war 
© with the Scots, no decifive battle was fought near Middlcham, neithe 
* was the King of Scotland taken priſoner. It is true, there was a 
„ inſurreRion in Yorkſhire towards the latter end of this reign, on ac- 
count of a contributicn demanded for the maintenance of an hoſpital 
* at York; but this was terminated by the defeat of the rebels at 
« Banbury, I will not object to the anachroniſm of introducing here 
* Robin Hood, who lived in the reign of Richard the Firſt. The in- 
« trodu&ion of imaginary characters was a liberty then frequently taken 
in old hiſtorical Plays, in order to divert the audience, and enliven 


the repreſentation—a compliment to the upper gallerys of thoſe 2 
D * It 


% 


j 
GEORGE A GREENK, +. 


5 1 ſhalt have more to maintain thine eſtate, 
+ George, which is thy _ | 


This, if pleaſe your 1, 
Art thou her N 
aged a 


1 and it like your ma 
am, os . 
And wilt not gire thy daughter unto George # 
ime. 
Yes, my lord, if he will let me marry 


With this lovely laſs. 
Eduard. 
What ſay'ſt thou, wn ? 
fe 


ors 
With all my heart, my lord, I give conſent. 
Grime. 
Then do I give my daughter unto George, =, 
tly. 
Then ſhall the marriage fins be at an end, 
Witneſs, m my, lord, if that I be a woman. 
For I am Wily, boy to George a Greene, 
Who for my maſter wrought this ſubtle ſhift. 
Edward, 


What * is it a boy? what ſay ſt thou to this, Grime ? 
rime. 

Marry, my lord, I think this boy bath 
More knavery than all the world beſides. 
Yet am TI content that George ſhall both have 
My daughter and my lands. 
Edward. 

Now, George, it reſts I gratify thy worth: 
And therefore, here I do bequeath to thee, 


4 It may alſo be objected: that the Caſtle of Middleham was, about that 

be period, the property of Richard, Duke of Glouceſter. To this it may 
« be anſwered, That a man of the age old Muſgrove is here deſcribed to 
& be, would not in all probability hold it above a year or two, after 
& which it might be granted to Richard.” Ia 
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In full poſſeſſion, half that Kendal hath ; 

And what as Bradford holds of me in chief, * 
I give it frankly unto thee for ever. | 

Kneel down, ge. 


What will your maj Jo? 
n 

Duh thee a knight, George. 

We George, 

I beſeech your grace, grant me one thing, 


Edward, 
What is that ? 


Then let me Jive and die a Yeoman ſtill 2 
So was my father, ſo muſt live his fon. 
For tis more credit =o men of 7 degree, 
To do men o igni . 
great deeds, 4 y 


nne 
ames 


I beſeech your grace diſpatch with me, 
And ſet down my ranſom, 
Edward. 
George a Greene, ſet down thz king of Scots 
His ranſom. | | 
George, 


I beſeech your grace pardon me, 
It paſſeth wy Kill, 
Edward. 


Do it, the honour's thine. | 
. George, 
Then let king James make 
Thoſe towns which he hath burat upon the borders ; 
Give a ſmall penſion to the fatherleſs, 
Whoſe fathers he caus'd murthered in thoſe wars ; \ 
Put in pledge for theſe things to your grace, 
And fo return. King James, are you content? 
ames. 
I am content, and like your majeſty, 


And will leave good caſtles in ſecurity, 


[ 


bi 
| 
4 | 
4 
"1 
5 
1 
4 
4 
ot 
i 
4 
4 


3 - GEORGE A GR 


TI go 


j 
EENK.” 
Za 7 LY | — 4 

T crave no more. Now George a Greene, 
TI to thy houſe; and when I have ſupt, 
to Aſk, and ſee if Jane a Barley be ſo fair, 
As good king James reports her for to be. 

And for the ancient cuſtom of Vail faf}, 

Keep it ſtill, claim privilege from me. 

If any aſk a reaſon, why ? or how ? | 
Say, Engliſh Edward vail'd his ſtaff to you. [Excunt, 


i 


VO Sy O N. 


A PLEASANT conceyted Comedie of George à Greene 
the Pinner of Wakefield, As it was ſundry times acted by 
the Servants of the Right Honourable the Earl of Suſſex. 
Iioprinted at London, by Simon Stafford, for Cuthbert Burby ; 
and are to be fold at his Shop neare the Royall Exchange, 


7.599, 410. 
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ROM H 's Apology for Actors, it appears that 
Tbomas was the author of the Spaniſh Tragedy, or 
Hieronimo is mad again. —But — he likewiſe wrote this firſt 
part of Jeronimo does not ap 

This firft part of Jeroni mo is ſo ſcarce that many have 
doubted whether it ever exiſted; and Mr. Coxeter and the 
author of the Playhouſe Dictionary were of opinion, that 
what is called “ The Spaniſh Tragedy, or Hieronimo is mad 
« again,” was only the > old play altered and new named. 
Ben Jonſon has a paſlage in # nduCtion to Cynthia's Revels, 
1600, that ſeems ta favour that opinion. Another {wears 
* down all that fit about him, that the o/d Hicronimo (as it 
« was firſt acted) was the only beſt and judiciouſly pen'd 

« play of Europe.” 

They were, however, two diſtinct plays, as appears from 
this copy of the firff part, which is priated from one in the 
— Collection 105 avid Garrick, Eſq; 

From another paſſage in the Indu&tion to Cynthia's Reels, 
acted in 1600, it = be — that Jeronimo firſt ap- 

on the ſtage about the ye 1588. * They ſay (fays 
“one of the children of the — Chapel) the Hoſts of 
« ſome three or four plays, departed a dozen years cr, have 
&« been ſeen walking on your ſtage here.“ 


— ” *'z 
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The FIRST PART of 
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4 * 
1 th 6 * - 4 
—vyLᷣv _— 
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Sound a fignet , and paſs over the flage. Enter at one door the 
King of Spain, Duke of Caſtile, Duke Medina, Lorenzo ani 
Rogero; at another door, Andrea, Horatio, and Jeronimo. 
Jeronimo kneels down, and the King creates bim Marſhall of 
Spain: Lorenzo puts on bis ſpurs *, and Andrea bis 
The King goes along age pony > = houſe ; after a 
fienet is ſountded, enter Wenn 

10 the banquet. 


Exeunt omnes, That done, enter all again as before. 


ROLICK Jeronimo, thou art now confirm'd 
Marſhal of Spain, by all the dues 
And cuſtomary rights unto thy office, f * 
Freronimo. 
My knee fings thanks unto your highneſs bounty: 
Come hither, boy Horatio; fold thy joints ; 
Kneel by thy father's loins, and thank my leege, 
= honouring me, thy mother, and thyſelf, 
ith this high ſtaff of office. 


TE | Horatio, | 
my 1cege, 
I have a heart thrice ſtronger than my years, 


1 Sound a ſignet,] This word, which is variouſly ſpelt, as ſenet, cyntt | 
Sennet, finet, — ſynnet, fignet, &c. I believe to be —＋ — — 
ruption of ſonata, Ital, See à note on Julius Ceſar, vol. VIII. p. 9. and 
another on King Henry VIII. vol. VII. p. 236. 8. | 

> Lorenzo puts on hjs Hane This ceremony is ſtill retained in tb 
creation of a Knight of the Bath, and is generally performed by ſome 
perſon of eminence, See Anſtis, H;ftorical Eſſay upon the Knightbood ef 
the Bath, 4to. 1725. Lord Herbert of Cberbary Life, p. 54- 

I And 


64 THE FIRST PART 


And that ſhall anſwer gratefully for me; 

Let not my 1 bluſh impare my valour. 
- If ever yau foes, or red field ſcars, 

Ie empty all my veins to ſerve your wars: 

In bleed of for ou ; and more, what ſpeech 

Pl ſpeak in drops when I do fail in words. 


3 — ſpoke, m y boy, 1 father's 45 
My leege, how Me you Don Horatio's ſpirit 5 
What ! doth it promiſe fair ? 


Ay. and no doubt his ent od purchaſe more. 
Knight Marſhal riſe, and ſtill riſe 
Higher and greater in thy ſovereign's eyes. 

: Fer, 071710, a 
O fortunate hour, bleſſed minute, happy day, 

Able to raviſh even my ſenſe away! 

Now I remember too: O ſweet remembrance! 

This day my years ſtrike fifty, and in Rome 

They call the fifty year, the year of Jubily, 

The merry year, the peaceful year, jocon year, 

A year of joy, of pleaſure and deli bt: 

This ſhall be my year of Jubily, for tis = fifty. 


Age uſhers honour ; tis no ſhame ; conf: 


Beard, thou art fifty full, not a hair leſs. 


Enter an Embaſador. 
Spain. 


How now? what news from Spain ? tribute return'd ? 


E mbaſſador .. 
Tribute in words, my leege, but not in coin. 
Spain. 

Ha! dare he till procraſtivate with Spain? 
Not tribute paid] not three years paid! 
Tis not at his coin, 
But his flack homage, that we moſt repine. 

Ay dong, If Jeronimo, od 

7 if my opinion might ſtand firm 

Wichin your highneis thoughts 


3 


OF JERONIMO, _ 
Spain. | 
Marſhal, our kingdom calls thee father; 
Therefore Horn free. | 
Thy counſel Pll embrace, as I do thee, 
72 Feronimo, , 
I thank your highneſs : then, my gracious leege, 
I hold it meet, by way of embaſſage, 
To demand his mind, and the negle of tribute ; 
But, my leege, ; - 
Here muſt be kind words, which doth oft beſiege 
The ears of rough-hewn tyrants, more then blows z 
Oh, a politick ſpeech beguiles the ears of foes, 
Marry, my leege, miſtake me not I pray : 
If friendly phraſes, honied ſpeech, bewitching accent, 
Well-tuned melody, and all ſweet gifts 
Of nature, cannot avail or win him to it, 
Then let him raiſe his gall up to his tongue, 
And be as bitter as phyſicians? drugs, | 
Stretch his mouth wider with big twoln phraſes : 
Oh, here's a lad of mettle, ſtout Don Andrea, 
Mettle to the crown 
Would ſhake the king's high court three handfuls down, 
Spain 
And well pick'd out Knigh! Marthal, ſpeech well ſtrung, 
I'd rather chuſe Horatio, were he not ſo young. 4 
Horatio, ; 
I humbly thank your highneſs, 
On placing me next unto his royal boſom, 


Spain. 
How ſtand ye, lords, to this election ? 
Omnes. 
Right pleaſing our dread ſovereign. 
ein pardon, n 
nly with pardon, mighty ſovereign. 
un 
I ſhould have choſe Don Lorenzo. 
Medina, 
I, Don Rogero. 


Oh no, not me, my lords, 
I am war's champion, and my fees are ſwords. 


— 


7 X 
* 


Vor. III. t. Fray 


„ PRE TIAST.PART 


Pray king, pray peers, let it be Don Andrea, 
He's a worthy limb, 


Loves wars and ſoldiers, therefore I love him. 
Feroni mo. 

And I love him and thee, valiant Rogero, 
Noble ſpirits, gallant bloods; 
Vou are no wiſe, inſinuating lords, 
You ha no mien you ha none of all their fleights, 
| Lorenzo, © 

So, ſo, Andrea muſt be ſent embaſſador ; 
Lorenzo is not thought upon : good : 
Tit wake the court, or ſtarile our ſome blood, 


How ſtand you, lords, to = election ? 


Omnes, 
Right pleafing our dread ſovereign, 
Spain. 
Then Don Andrea. ; 
| Andrea, 
My approved leege. 
Spain, 
We make thee our Lord high embaſſador. 
Andrea. 


Your highneſs circles me with honour's bounds: 
I ſtill diſcharge the weight of your command 
With beſt reſpect : if 15 iendly tempered phraſe 
Cannot affect the virtue of your charge, 
I will be hard like thunder, and as rough 
As Northern tempeſts, or the vexed bowels 
Of too inſulting waves, who at one blow 
Five merchants wealths into the deep doth throw: 


I'll threaten crimſon wars. 


KRagero. 

Aye, aye, that's good; 

Let them keep coin, pay tribute with their blood, 
Spain, 

Farewel then, Don Andrea: | to thy charge. 
Lords, let us in: joy ſhall be now our gueſt; 
Loet ꝰ in to celebrate our ſecond feaſt. | 
[ Exeunt cmucs, frater Lorenzo. 

Lorenzo. 
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Lorenzo. 


Andrea's gone embaſſador; 
Lorenzo is not dreamt on in this age: 
Hard fate, 
When villains fit not in the higheſt ſtate! 
Ambition's plumes, that flouriſh'd in our court, 
Severe authority has daſh'd with juſtice ; 
And policy, and pride, walk like two exiles 
Giving attendance, that were once attended; 
And we rejected that were once high honoured, 
I bate Andrea, cauſe he aims at honour, when 
My pureſt thoughts work in a pitchy vale, 
Which are as different as heaven and hell. 
One peers for day, the other gapes for night, 
That yawning Beldam with her jetty ſkin, 
'Tis ſhe I hug as mine — bride, "” 
For ſuch complexions beſt appeaſe my pri 
J have a lad in pickle of this — N 
A melancholy diſcontented courtier, | 
Whoſe famiſh'd jaws look like the chap of death ; 
Upon whoſe eye-brows hang damnation ; 
Whoſe hands are waſh'd in rape, and murders bold : 
Him with a golden bait will I allure, 
(For courtiers will do any thing for gold) 
To be Andrea's death at his rerurn, 
He loves my ſiſter; that ſhall coſt his life; 
So ſhe a huſband, he ſhall loſe a wife. 
O ſweet, ſweet policy, I bug thee! 


Andrea's Himen's draught ſhall be in blood. [ Ext. 
| Enter Horatio at one door, Andrea at another, 
| Horatio, 
Whither in ſuch haſte, my ſecond ſelf? 
Andrea, 


I faith my dear boſom, to take ſolemn leave 
Of a moſt weeping creature. 
Lor atio. 
| That's a woman, 
| | E 2 Enter 
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Enter Bellimperia, 
Andrea, 
That's Bellimperia. | 
? | Horatio, 
See, ſee, ſhe meets you here : | 
And what is it to love, and be lov'd dear! 
; Bellimperia. 


I have heard of your honour, gentle breaſt, 
I do not like it now ſo well methinks. - 
| Andrea. 
What! not to have honour beſtowed on me ? 
Bellimperia. 

O yes: but not a wandering honour, dear; 
J could afford well didſt thou ſtay here. 
Could honour melt itſelf into thy veins, | 
And thou the fountain, I could wiſh it fo, —- 
It thou would'ſt remain here with me, and not go, 

Andrea. | 
Tis but to Portugal. 
| Horatio, 
But to demand the tribute, lady. 
| Bellimperia. 

Tribute! alas! that Spain cannot of peace 
Forbear a little coin, the Indies being ſo near ! 
And yet this is not all: I know you are too hot, 
Too full of ſpleen for an embattador, | 
And will lean much to honour. 

| Andrea. 
* Puſh! 


Bellimperia, 

Nay, hear me, dear: I know you will de rough 
And violent; and Portingal hath a tempeſtuous ſon, 
Stampt with the mark of fury, and you too. 

1 Andrea. 

Sweet Bellimperia! 

| Bellimperia. 

We'll meet like thunder, each imperious | 
Over other's ſpleen ; you have both proud ſpirits, 
And both wall ſtrive to aſpire; | 


* % 


00 JERONIMO: 


When two vex'd clouds juſtle, they ſtrike out fire: 
And you, I fear me, war, which peace forefend ! 97 
O dear Andrea, pray, let us have no wars! | 
Firſt let them pay the ſoldiers that were main'd 
In the laſt battle; ere more wretches fall, 
Or walk on tilts to timeleſs funeral. 
p Peg Andrea, a. 
Reſpective dear, O my live's happine p 
The joy of all my being, do not ſhape _ | 
Frightful conceit beyond the intent of act 
I know, thy love is vigilant o'er my blood, 
And fears ill fate which heaven hath yet withſtood. 
But be of comfort; ſweet Horatio knows, - 
Igo to knit friends, not to kindle foes. 
Horatio, 
True, madam Bellimperia, that's his taſk : 
The phraſe he uſeth muſt be gently ſtyl'd; 
The king hath warned him to be ſmooth and mild. 
Bellimperia, 
But will you indeed, Andr | 
Andrea. 


1 Bellimperia. 
By this lip-bluſhing kiſs, 125 
Horatio. 

O you ſwear ſweetly, | 
Bellimperia. 


Vu keep your oath for you till you return. | | 
Then T'll be ſure you ſhall not be forſworn. 


Enter Pedringano, 
Andrea. 


By this. 


Ho, Pedringano ! 


Pedringano. 


Andrea, 55 v0 
Are all things aboard? | Oy 


Signioro. 


22  forefend /] See Note 4 to 2 and Giſmunda, vol. II. p. 162. 
125 N ©-% ST 5 Pedringano, 
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1 Pedringano. N 
They good lord. | | 
| EVO Andrea. f * 14 


Then, Bellimperia; I take leave: Horatio 
Be in my abſence my dear ſelf, chaſte ſelf ;— 
What! playing the woman; Bellimperia ? 
Nos then you love me not, vr at the leaſt 

ou drown my honours in thoſe flowing waters; 
Believe it, Be!limperia, tis as common 
To weep at parting as to be a woman. 
Love me more valiant; play not this moiſt prize; 
Be woman in all parts ſave in thy eyes: 
And ſo I leave thee; 


Bellimperia. 
Farewel, my lord: TP. 
Be mindful of my love, and of your word. 
| Andrea, | : 

"Tis fixed upon my heart; adieu, ſoul's friend! £ 

„ Horatio. 
All honour on Andrea's ſteps attend. 

| ; Bellimperia. ü | 
Yet he is in fight, and yet but now he's vaniſh'd. 

| | | [Exit Andres; 


5 = "Ot . 0 Horatio, 
Nay; lady, if you ſtoop ſo much to paſſion, 
Pl call him back again, | 
| Bellimperia. 


O, good Horatio, no: it is for honour, 
Pr/ythee let him go. 2 
| Horatio, 

Then; tnadam, be compos'd. as vou were wont, 

o mufick and delight ; the time being comick, will 
Seem ſhort and pleaſant, tiil his return 
From Portingal : ö 
Ard, madam, in this eirele let your heart move ; | 
Honour'd promotion is the ſap of love. [ Exeunt omnts, 


| Enter Lorenzo and Lazarotto, a diſcontented courtier\ 


| Lorenzo. | 
Come, my ſoul's ſpaniel, my life's jetty ſubſtance; 
hat's thy nam? 
t axtrottl 


W 
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My name's an honeſt name, a courtier's name: 
Tis Lazarotto. 
Lorenzo, i 


* 


What, Lazarotto ! 


Or rather rotting in this lazy. age 
That yields me no employments: I have miſchief . 
Within my breaſt, more than my “ bulk can hold: 
I want a midwife to deliver it. 
Lorenzo, 
T'll be the he-one then, and rid thee foori 
Of this dull, leaden, and tormenting elf, 
Thou know'ſt the love betwixt Bellimperia and 
Andrea's boſom ? 
L azarotte, 


Aye, I do. 
* Lorenzo 


How might I croſs it, my ſweet miſchief? 
Honey damnation ! how ? 
Lazarotto. 
Well: 


As man as there are paths to bell, 

And rs ts ke i faith. FD uſurers' door, 

There goes one path : from friers that nurſe whores, 
There goes another path! from brokers' ſtalls, 

From rich that die and build no hoſpitals, 

Two other paths: from farmers that crack barna 
With ſtuffing corn, yet ſtarve the needy ſwarms, 
Another path : from drinking ſchools one, 

From dicing-houſes—but from the court, none, none. 


Here is a ſlave juſt of the ſtamp I wiſh ; 
Whoſe ink ſoul's blacker than his name, 


4 bulk] One of the fignifications affixed to this word by Skinner, in his 
Etymologicon, is © Venter, hinc Hiſp. Bucbe, Ventriculus animalis, Belg. 
Bulcke. Thorax. | 

So, in The Nice Valour, by Beaumont and Fletcher, vol. X. p. 355. 
— rata} 

- 2 bales hs 
maintenance, my my exhibition | 
= 4 Thovgh 


„ TEE THIS T rant. + 
| Though it ſtand printed with a raven's quill, 
But, Lazarotio, croſs my ſiſter's love, ap 
And T'll rain ſhowers of duckets in thy palm. 
Oh duckets, da 22 lucke 
E uckets, dainty ducks ; forgive me duckets; 
Mi fetch you duck enough for gold ; and chink 
Makes the punk wanton, and the bawd to wink. 


5 * | Lorenzo, 
Diſcharge, diſcharge, good Lazarotto, how. 
We may croſs my ſiſter's loving hopes. 

LTLaxarotto. 
Nay, now T'll tell you. 
| Loyenzo, 
Thou knoweſt Andrea's gone embaſſador 
| | 2 
The better; there's opportunity: now liſt to me. 
Enter jeronimo and Horatio, and over bear their talk, 
Alcario, the duke Medina's ſon, 
Dotes on your ſiſter Bellimperia : 
Him in her private gallery you ſhall place 
To court her; let his proteſtations be 
Faſhioned with rich jewels, 5 for in love 
Great gifts and gold have the beſt tongue to move. 


Let him not ſpare an oath without a jewel 
To bind it faſt : oh I know women's hearts 


„ 
7 


$ —for is leur, Kc.) The ſanke ſentiment is in both Shakſpeare and 
eaumont and Fletcher. 
Two Gentlemen of Verona, A. 3. S. 2: 6 
« Win her with gifts, if ſhe reſpects not words; 
«© Dumb jewels often in their filent kind, 
More than quick words, do move a woman's mind.“ 
De Woman Hater, A. 4. S. 2: 
46 your offers muſt T 
vc Be full of bounty; velvets to furniſh a gown, filks 
For petticoats and foreparts, ſhag for lining; 
Forget not ſome pretty jewel to faſten after, 
* Some little complement ! If ſhe deny this courteſy, 
Double your bounties; be not wanting in abundance : 
2 Fullneſs of gifts, link'd with a pleaſing tongue, 
Will win an anchoxite.“ 


What 


OF JERONIMO... 
What ſtuff they are made of, my lord :« gifts and giving 
————— ů Hala 

Indeed Andrea is but poor, though honourable z , 

His bounty among ſoldiers ſokes him dry, ** 0 
And therefore great gifts may be witch her eye. * 
| Feronimo. 

6 Here 's no fine villainy, po damned brother! 

| Lorenzo. 

But fay ſhe ſhould deny his gifts, be all 
Compos'd of hate, as my a gives me that 
She will: what then? | | 

|  Lazarotto, 

Then thus: at his return ; 

To Spain, I'll murder Don Andrea, 


Lorenzo. 
Dar'ſt thou, ſpirit ? 5 
Lazarotto. 


What dares not he do that near hopes to inherit? 
Horatio, 
He dares be damn'd like thee. 


Lazarotto, | 
Dare I? Ha, ha! | 
J have no hope of everlaſting height, 
My ſoul's a Moor you know, ſalvation's white. 
What dare I not enact then? Tuſh, he dies; 
I will make way to Bellimperia's eyes. 
Lorenzo. 
To weep I fear, but not to tender love. 
Lazarotto. 
Why, is ſhe not a woman? ſhe muſt weep 
Awhile, as widows uſe till their firſt fleep ; 
Who in the morrow following will be ſold 
To new, betore the firſt are throughly cold, 
So Bellimperia : for this is common; 
The more ſhe weeps, the more ſhe plays the woman. 
YenZzo, 


Come then, howe'er it hap, Andrea ſhall be croſt. 
2 mo fine villainy] See Note to The Mayor of Quinhorough, 
I Lazarotto, 
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' Lanarotto, 


Let me alone Fil turn him to a ghoſt. 
: [ Exeunt Lorenzo, and Lazarotto ons 
Manet Jeronimo, 


Jeronimo. . 
Farewel, true brace of villains ; ; 
Come bither, boy Horatio, didſt thou hear them? 
ratio. 
O my true breaſted father, my ears 
Have ſuck'd in poiſon, deadly poiſon : 
Murder Andrea! O inhuman practice! 
Had not your reverend years been preſent here, 
I ſhould have pony arded the villain's bowels, 
And ſhoved his ſoul out to damnation. 
Murder Andrea! honeſt lord! impious villains! 
Teronimo, 
| Tike thy true heart, boy ; thou lov'ft thy friend, 
It is the greateſt argument and ſign, | 
That I begot thee, for it ſhews thou art mine, 
Horatio. 
O father, 'tis a charitable deed 
To prevent thoſe that would make virtue bleed! 
Pll diſpatch letters to Don Andrea ; ; 
Unfold their helliſn practice, damn'd intent, 
Againſt the rirtuous rivers of his lite, 


Murder Andrea! 
Enter Iſabella. 


TFeronimo, 
Peace: who comes here? news, news, Iſabella. 


Zabella. 


What news, Jeronimo? 
Jer onimo. 


Strange news : 
Lorenzo is become an honeſt man. 
Tſabella. 
Is this your wondrous news ? 


Feronims, 


6 JERONELIfO.: 


Ils it not wondrous Sf gas 
To have honeſty in fr now; 
But ſee nw 5 oy ou — 7 Prin | 
As thu tell you, Lorenzo is 
Become an honeſt man wn ds beware; for honeſty 
Spoken in deriſion points out knavery. 
© then take heed ; that jeſt would not be trim, 
He's a great man, therefore we muſt not knave him. 
In, gentle ſoul; Tl hot be long away, | | 
As, ſhort my body, ſhort ſhall be my ſtay, [Eu Iſabella. 
| or atio, | 
Murder Andrea! what blood-ſucking ſlave 
Could choke bright honour in a ſcabbard grave? 
Feronimo, 
What hatping ſtill upon Andrea's death? 
Have courage, boy: I ſhall prevent their plots, 
And make them both ſtand like two politick ſots,, 
Hor atio. 
Lorenzo has a reach as far as hell, 
To hook the devil from his flaming cell: 
Oh, ſprightiy father, he'll out- reach you then; 
Knaves longer reaches have than honeſt men. 
01110. 
But, boy, fear not, I'll out- ſtretch them all, 
My mind's a giant, though my bulk be ſmall 7. [ Zreum omnes, 


Enter the King of Poningal, Balthezar, Alexandros, Dos 
Vollupo, and others : a peal of ordinance ; within, a great ſhout 
of people, 


King. |; 
What is the meaning of thi 1d report? 
to Alexandro. | 
An embaſly, my lord, is nc arrived from din, 
ig 


Son Balthezar, we pray do you go meet him, 
And do him all the honour that belongs him. 


7 ſmall] The firſt edition reads full. 


B3libezar, 
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Balbezar. 
Father, my beſt endeavour ſhall obey you: 


Welcome, worthy lord, Spain's choice-embafſador; - 5 


Brave, ſtout Andrea; for fo I guels thee, 


Enter Andrea. 
Audred. 


| Portugal's, ere I thank thee, | 


Thou ſeems no leſs than what thou art, a prince, 
And an heroick ſpirit : Portingal's king, 

I kifs my hand, and tender on thy throne 

My malter's love, peace, and affection. 


zug. 


Thy maſter's high - prized love unto our heart, X 
Is welcome to his friend; thou to our court. 
Andrea. . 
Thanks Portingal. My lords I had in charge 
At my depart from Spain, this embaſſage, ä 
To put your breaſt in mind of tribute due 
Unto our maſter's kingdom, theſe three years 
Detained and kept back: and I am ſent to know, 
Whether neglect, or will, detains it ſo. 
. AT, ; 
Tbus much return unto thy -. Andrea ; 
We have with beſt advice thought of our ſtate,” 
And find it much diſhonour'd by baſe homage : 
I not deny, but tribute hath been due 
To Spain by our forefathers? baſe capti vity, 
Yet cannot raſe out their ſucceſlors? merit. 
Tis faid, we ſhall not anſwer at next birth 
Our fathers' faults in heaven; why then on earth? 
Which proves and ſhews, that which they loſt 
By baſe captivity, | 
We may redeem with honoured valiancy : 
We borrow nought : our kingdom 1s our own : 
He is a baſe king that pays rent for his throue. 
| ndrea, 


Is this thy anſwer, Portingal ? 


And we receive them, and thee, worthy Andrea: 


Balibexar. 


. 
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Balthezar, | 
Ay, Spain ; 


A royal anſwer too, which Ill maintain. 
| Onne 


| v3 | 

And all the peers of Portugal the like. | 

1 p 6 *u 

Then thus all Spain, which but three minutes age 

Was thy full friend, is now returned thy foe. 
| Balthezar s 
An excellent foe; we ſhall have ſcuffling good. 
Andrea, 
Thou ſhalt pay tribute, Portugal, with blood, 
| Balthezar 


Tribute for tribute then; and foes for foes, 
| Andrea, 
I bid you ſudden wars. 
Balthezar. - 
I ſudden blows, and that's as good as wars. 
Don, PF ll not bate : 
An inch of courage, nor a hair of fate: 
Pay tribute I with ſtrokes, 
| | Andrea. 
Aye, with ſtrokes you ſhall; 
Alas, that Spain ſhould correct Portugal! 
Balthezar. 
Correct! 


O, in that one word ſuch torments do I feel, 
That I could laſh thy ribs with valiant ſteel. 
Andrea, 
Prince Balthezar, ſhall's meet ? 
 Ralthezar. 
Meet, Don Andrea ? yes, in the battle's bowels ; 
Here is my gage, a never-failing pawn; 
'Twill keep his day, his hour, nay minute: twill. 
Marea. 


Then thine, and this, poſſeſs one quality. 
Ball * | g 


O let them kiſs: 
Did I not underſtand thee noble, valiant, 
And worthy my ſword's ſociety with thee, 
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For all Spain's wealth, T'd not graſp hands, 

Meet Don Andrea. I tell thee, noble ſpirit, 

I'd wade up to the knees in blood, I'd make 

A bridge of Spaniſh carcaſes, to fingle thee 

Our of the gaſping army. | 

; Woot thou, prince? 
Why even for that, I ng” 


Tut, love me, man, when we have drunk | 
Hot blood together : wounds will tie 


An everlaſting ſettled amity, 
And ſo ſhall thine. 
| Angrea, ( 
And thine. | 
. 
| give no 
* Andrea. 
To whom ? 
To me. 
: Andrea, 
wh. — face th bo d, 
ſhould m at's placed above my min 
Fall under 3 12 1 
| Balthezar . 
PH make thee yield. 1 
Andrea. | 


Aye, when you get me down; 
But I ſtand even yet, jump crown to crown, 
Balt 


| Dar'ſt thou? 


Andrea. 
I dare. | 
I am all vext. 
Andrea, 
I care not. 
Balthczar, 


I ſhall forget the law, 
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Andrea, 
do. 
wy Balthczar, . 

Shall I? 

| Azg: ea, * | 
8 not. \ 
5 lt yield "ot ; | 

But wilt yield | 
Anu, | 
No. | 
Baltbexar. | 


O, 1 hug thee for't, | 
The valiant'ſt ſpirit &er trod the Spaniſh court: 
Here let the rifing of our hot blood ſet. 

Alexandro. 


M leege, two nobler ſpirits never met. | 
l 1 | 
Until we meet in purple, when our ſwords | 
Shall —= _ | 
8 Andrea. 
Agreed, right valliant prince 
Then Panne this is thy Ei. anſwer. 
in : | 
So return: it's ſo: we have N us | | 
What tribute is; how poor that monarch ſhews, 
Who for his throne a yearly 2 owes: 
And what our predeceſſors loſt to Spain, 
We have freſh ſpirits that can renew it again. 
Andrea. 
Then I unclaſp the purple leaves of war : 
Many a new wound muſt gaſp through an old ſcar. 
So Portugal, I leave thee, | 
King. | 


Ourſelf in perſon 
Will ſee thee tafe aboard: come ſon, come lords, 
Inſtead of tribute we muſt pay our ſwords, 
Balthezar 


— — 


2 — — — — . ————— — — — 
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Remember, Don Andrea, that we meet. 
Andrea. 
Up hither ſailing in a erimſon fleet. [ Exeunt ones. 


* . 
* 
* 
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Do you affect my ſiſter? 
*. wad Alcario,' 


Affect ! above affection, for 
Her breaſt is my lives” treaſure ; O entire 
Is the condition of my hot defire ! 

Lorenzo. 

Then this muſt be your plot. 
Tou know Andrea's embaſſador, 
On whom my ſiſter Bellimperia 
Caſts her affection : 
You are in ſtature like him. ſpeech alike, 
And had you but his veſtment on your back, 
There's no one living but would ſwear 'twere he; 
Therefore fly policy muſt be your guide. 1 
I have a ſuit juſt + Andrea's colours, 
Proportion'd in all parts :—nay, 'twas his own: 
This ſuit within my cloſet ſhall you wear, 
And fo diſguiſed woe, ſue, : and then at laſt 


1 


ar 10 . 
What ? * 
| | IE 
Obtain thy love. © 
Alcario. 


This falls out rare; 
In this diſguiſe I may both wed, bed, and board 1 
f . 
Vou may, you may: 
Beſides, within theſe few days he'll return. 
Alcario. 
Till this be acted, I in paſſion burn. 


120. 
All falls out for the purpoſe : *® all hits jump; 


& hour.“ 
Again, The Two Noblemen Kinſmen, A. 1. S. 2: 
4 where ev'ry ſeeming good's 
A certain evil; Where not to be ern jm 


— bits jump] |. e exadtly. So, In Hamlet: © — jigp at this dead 


* 1 
1 * 
i Wh C 5 


„ . 


r jJERONIMO. 
The date of his embaſſage nigh expired 
— 28 

Arario. 


True, true; all to the purpoſe. 
Moreover, I will buz Andrea landing; 
Which, once but crept into the vulgar mouths, 
Is hurried here and there, and ſwarn for troth : 
Think, tis your love makes me create this guiſe, 
And willing hope to fee your virtue riſe. 
i Alcario. 
Lorenzo's bounty I do more enfold - 
Than the greateſt mine of Indian's brighteſt gold, 
| 130. 
Come, let us in: the next time you ſhall ſhow 
All Don Andrea, not Alcario. - | [Exeunt omnes. 
Enter ſeronimo truſing of his points; Horatio with pen and ink, 
4 A 
Come pull the table this way: ſo; "tis well ; 
Come write, Horatio, write; 
This ſpeedy letter muſt away to-night, 
| [Horatio folds the paper the contrary way, 
What ! fold paper that way to a nobleman? | 
To Don Andrea, Spain's embaſlador ! 
Fie ! I am aſhamed to ſee it: haſt thou worn 
Gowns in the univerfity, ® toſt logick, - 
Suckt philoſopby, eat-cues, drunk cees , and cannot give 
A letter the right courtier's creſt ? . 
O theres a kind of ſtate, 


« As they are; here were to be ſtrangers, aud 
« Such things to be mere monſters. 
Othello, A. 3. 8. z | . 
« Myſelf the while will draw the Moor apart, 
« And bring bim jp where he may Caſſio find.“ 
9 The quarto reads /off. e 
10 Fat cues, drunk cees,} Terms current in the univaxſities far difs 
ferent portions of bread and beer. 8. 
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In every thing, ſave in a cuckold's 
Fie, fic, Horatio! what is . 
4 Hor atio. if 
No, father, cleaner than Lorenzos ſoul ; 
That's dipt in ink made of an envious gall, 
Elſe had my pen no cauſe to write at all. 
Feronimo. 
Signior Andrea, ſay. f 


Horatio. 
Siguior Andrea — 

Feronims, 

'Tis a villainous age this. 
Horatio. 

Tis a villainous age this— 
eronimo. 8 
T bat a nobleman ſhould be a knave as 

Well as an oſtler. | 


Horatio, : 
That a nobleman ſhould be a knave as | BY 
Well as an oftler— 
Jeronimo. 
Or a ſerjeant. | 
Horatio. 
Or a ſerjeant— 
Feronimo. 
Or a broker. 0 
Horatio. 
Or a broker— 
Feronimo, 
Vet I ſpeak not this of — 
For he's an honeſt lord, 
| Horatio. 
*S foot, father, Ill not write him honeſt lord. 
Feronimo. 
Take up thy pen, or I'll take up thee. 
Horatio. 
What! right him honeſt lord ? Tl not agree. 
| Feronimo, 
You'll take it up, fir ? 
Horatio, 
Well, well. 


Jeronino. 


OF'JERON1MO. 


Feronmimo. 
What went before? thou haſt put me out: delten 
Thy impudence or inſolence. 
Horatio, 
Lorenzo's an honeſt lord - 
Feronimo. 
Well, fir—and has hired one to murder you. 
Horatio. 
o, I cry you mercy, father, meant you ſo? 7 
| Feronimo. 
Art thou a ſcholar, Don Horatio, 
And canſt not aim at figurative ſpeech ? 
Hor atio. 


1 pray you, pardon me; twas but youth's 
Haſty error. 


Come, read then. 
Hor atio. 


And has hired one to murder you 
Feronimo. 

He means to ſend you to heaven, when 

You return from Portugal. 


Yet he's an honeſt duke's ſon. 
Horatio, 


Feronimo. 


— 


Horatio. 


Yet he's an — 

Fer, 01110, 
But not the honeſt ſon of a duke. 
Horatio, 


But not the honeſt — 


Jeronine 
O that villainy ſhould be found in the great chamber! 


O that villainy—= 
Feronimo, 


And honeſty in the bottom of a cellar. 
Hor atio. 


— ä . RR 
— — g —. — > - — — — — — — 2 - = 


And honeſty — ; 
F 3 Ferouimo. 


4 
J. 
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n . 
If you'll be — | 


If you be not, thank God and Jeronimo. 
_ Horatio, 


If you be not — 0 
If you be, thank the devil and Lorenzo. 
If you be, thank — 

Feronimo, 


Thus hoping you will not be murdered, and you can 

| : Horatio. 

Thus hoping you will — 

Eſpecially being warned before hand. 
5 Horatio. 


Eſpecially — he, 
I take my leave, boy ; 8 write leave 


Bending in the hams like an old courtier :— 

Thy aſſured friend, ſay, *gainſt Lorenzo and 

The devil, —little Jeronind marſhal. 
Horatio, 


Jeronimo marſhal. 
Feronimo, 
So, now read it o'er, 
Horatio 


Signior Andrea, tis a villainous age this, 
That a nobleman ſhould be a knave as well 
As an oſtler, or a ſerjeant, or a broker; yet 
I ſpeak not this of Lorenzo: he's an 
Honeſt lord, and has hired one to murder you, 
When you return from Portugal : yet 
He's an honeſt duke's ſon, but not the 
Honeſt fon of a duke. O that villainy 
Should be found in the great-chamber, and honeſty 
In the bottom of a cellar ! ls, 

4 | 


Jeronimo. 


OF JERONIMO: 


\ 


True, boy: there's a moral in that; as much 


Cheeſe- houſe. 

If you'll be murder d you may: if you be 
Not, thank God and Jeronimo: if you be, 
Thank the devil and Lorenzo. Thus hoping 
You will not be murder d, and you can chooſe ; 


Eſpecially being warn'd before-hand, I take my leave. 


Horatio, haſt thou written, leave — in the 
ntleman uſher ? Sfoote, 
No Horatio ; thou haſt made him ſtraddle too much 


Like a Frenchman : for ſhame, put his legs cloſer, 


Hatns, enough, like a 


Though it be painful. 
, oh Horatio, 


So, tis done, 'tis done.— 


Thy aſſured friend gainſt Lorenzo and the devil; 


Little Jeronimo Marſhal. 
Enter Lorenzo and Iſabella, 
Jabella. 


Vonder he is, my lord; pray you ſpeak to him. 


Fonts. 
Wax, wax, Horatio: I had need wax too, 
Our foes will ſtride elſe over me and you. 


He's writing a love · letter to ſome Spaniſh lady, 


And now he calls for wax to ſeal it. 
Lorenzo. 
God ſave you, good knight Marſhal, 


eronino. 


Who's this? my lord Lorenzo? welcome, welcome; 
't You're the laſt man I thought on, fave the devil: 


2 knayery in the court, and honeſty in a | 


it You're the laſt man, &c.)J Mr. Steevens obſerves (Note to Merry 
Mues, &c. A. 5. S. 2.), that © in the ancient interludes and moralities 
© the beings of ſupreme power, excellence or depravity, are occafionally 
* ſtyled Men. So, in Much ado about nothing, Dogberry ſays, God's a 
good man. Again, in an Epitaph, part of which has been borrowed. as 


*an abſurd one by Mr. Pope and his affociates, who were not very 


* acquainted with ancient Phraſeology. See Memoirs of P. P.“ 


F 3 


Much 


„% THEFIRST PART 
Mueh doth 1 
O Jeronimo, * = | 

Your wife condemns you of an uncourteſy, 


And over-paſſing wrong ; and, more, ſhe names 
Love-letters which you ſend to Spanith dames. 


Do you accuſe me ſo, kind Iſabella ? 
| {ſabella. 
Unkind Jeronimo. + 
Lorenzo, 


And for my inſtance, this in your hand is one. 
Feronimo, 
In footh, my lord, there is no written name 
Of any lady, no Spaniſh dame. 
| Lorenzo. 4 
If it were not ſo, you would not be afraid 
To read, or ſhow, the waxed letter ; | 
Pray you, let me behold it. 
, | . Feronimo, 
rdon me. 
I 5 2 lord, it treats of love, 
Love to Andrea, ay even to his very boſom. 
ä enxo. 
What news, my lord, hear you from Portugal ? 
' Jeronimo. 
Who I? before your grace it muſt not be; 
The badger feeds not till the lyon's ſerved : 
12 Nor fits it news ſo ſoon kiſs ſubjects? ears, 
As the fair cheek of high authority. 
Jeronimo lives much abſent from the court, 
And, being abſent, there lives from report, 


Lorenzo. 
Farewel, Jeronimo. ' [Exexnt Lorenzo and Iſabella. 
Jabella. 
Welcome, my lord Lorenzo. 


1 Nor fits it news ſo ſoon tf ſabj ect ears, ] In the quarto, the word 
ears is omitted. As the ſenſe of this paſſage is imperfe& without ſome 
addition, I have adopted the above emendation, which was propoſed by 


Mr . Stcevens, 


Feronims, 
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Boy, 

Thy mother's jealous of my love to her. 
Horatio. | 

O, ſhe play'd us a wiſe part; now ten to one 
He had not overheard the letter read 
Juſt as he enter'd, 

| Feronimo. f 

Though it bad happen'd evil, 82 
He ſhould have heard his name yoked with the devil. 
Here, ſeal the letter with a loving knot: 
Send it with ſpeed ; Horatio linger not; 
That Don Andrea may prevent his death, 
And know his enemy by his envious breath, [Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Lorenzo and Alcario, diſguis'd like Andrea. 


Lorenzo, 


Now, by the honour of Caſtile's true houſe, 
You are as like Andrea, part for part, 
As he is like himſelf : did I not know you 
13 By my croſs I ſwear, I could not thinx you. but 
Andrea's ſelf, ſo legg'd, ſo fac'd, fo ſpeech'd, 
So all in all, methinks I ſhould ſalute 
Your quick return, and ſpeedy haſte from Portugal: 
Welcome, fair lord, worthy embaſſador, 
Brave Don Andrea. OT laugh to ſee 
How we ſhall jeſt at her miſtaking thee. 
Alcario. 
What, have you given it out Andrea is return'd? 
Lorenzo, 
"Tis all about the court in every ear, 
And my invention, brought to me for news 
Laſt night at ſupper ; and which the more to cover, 
I took a bowl and quaft a health to him, 
When it would ſcarce go down for extream laughter, 
To think how ſoon report had ſcatter'd it. 


13 By my croſs T fwear,] *. Net on the Pinncr 9 7. : 
4 CAT 10, 
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Acario. 
But is the villain Lazarotto - 
Acquainted with our drift? "= 
3 Lorenzo, | 
Not for Spain's wealth; = 
Though he be ſecret, yet ſuſpects the worſt, 
For confidence confounds the ſtratagem. + ; 
The fewer in a plot of jealouſy 
Build a foundation ſureſt, when multitudes 
Make it confuſed ere .it come to head, 
Be ſecret then; truſt not the open air, 
For air is breath, and breath-blown words raiſe care. - 
This is the gallery where ſhe moſt frequents, 


Within this walk have I beheld her dally - 
With my ſhape's ſubſtance. O immortal powers 

Lend your aſſiſtance; clap a filver tongue 4 

Within this palate, that, when I approach Of 3g 
Within the preſence of this demy goddeſs, 

I may poſſeſs an adamantick , | 

And to bewitch her with my honied ſpeech, 

Have every 1 a muſick ſtop ; 

That, when I pauſe, the melody may move, 

And hem perſuaſion tweęn her ſnowy paps, 

That her hcart bearing E nwroa and yield! 


en 


Break off, my lord: ſee where ſhe makes approach, 
Enter Bellimperia, 


Alcario. 
Then fall into your former veins of terms, 
Lorenzo. 
Welcome, my lord, welcome, brave Don Andrea, 
Spain's beſt of ſpirit, what news 
From Portugal? tribute or war ? 
But tee, my fiſter Bellimperia comes: 
J will deter it to fome other time, . 
For company hinders love's conference. [Exit Lorenzo. 
Bellimperia. 
Welcome, my life's ſelt-torm, dear Don Andrea. 


i 


Alcario. 


OF JERONIMO, 


| Bellimperia. 
What news, Andrea? treats it peace or war? 
Alcario, 


At firſt they cried all war, as men refoly'd 
To loſe both life and honour at one caſt: + 
At which I thunder'd words all clad in proof, 
Which ſtrook amazement to their palled ſpeech, 
And tribute preſently was yielded up. 
But, madam Bellimperia, leave -we this, 

And talk of former ſuits and queſts of love. 
They whiſper. Enter Laxarotto. 
 Linzarotio, 

'Tis all about the court Andrea's come : 
Would I might greet him! and I wonder much, 
My lord Lorenzo is fo ſlack in murder, 
Not to afford me notice all this while. 
Gold, I am true, | | 
I had my hire ; and thou ſhalt have thy due: b 
Was't poſſible to mo ſo? ſolt! ſoft ! 
This gallery leads to Bellimperia's lodging ; 
Therc he 2 ſure, or will hot Tas: 
The evening too begins “ to ſlubber day: 
Sweet, opportuneful ſeaſon; here I'll lean, 
Like a court-hound that licks fat trenchers 

Bellimperia. 
But has the king nn embaſſy ? 
10. 


That till to-morrow ſhall be now deferr d. 
Bellimperia. 
Nay, then you love me not: 


| 


clean, 


14 to ſlubber day*] To obſcure day. 80, in Othelle, A. x. 8. 3: © you 
Nlubber day y yo 


© muſt therefore be content to flubber the gloſs of your new fortunes. 


Howard's Defenſative againſt the poyſon of ſuppoſed prophecies, fol. 1620. 
p. 117. © Surely, for the moſt part ſo 2 are, as may be gathered 


« either by the colours or the garments, or the ſlubbering of ſet purpoſe 
© to beſtow ſome greater grace and colour of antiquity.” 


Let 


4 
by 
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Let that be firſt diſpatch'd ; ; till when receive this token, 


She kiſſes him, Exit Billimperia, 


lcario, 
T to the king with this unfaithful heart! 


11 muſt not be: 1 play too falſe a part. 


Sar70to. 
Up, Lazarotto ; yonder comes thy prize; 
Now lives Andrea, now Andrea dies. TE dan bun 
Alcario. 
That villain Lazarotto has kill'd me, 


Inſtead of Andrea. 


Enter Andrea, and Rogero, and __ 


ry gero. 
Welcome home, lord embaſlador. 
- Alcar 10. " 
Oh, oh, oh. 
. — 


Whoſe groan was that? what frightſul villain's this, 
His ſword unſheathed ? whom haſt thou murdered, ſlave? 
Laxarotto. 
Why Don, Don Andrea. + * 
Andrea. 
No, counterfeiti; ng villain. _- 
He fays, my lord, that he hath murdered me. 
Lazarotto, 
Aye, Don Andrea, or elſe Don the devil. 
Andrea. 
Lay hands on bim; ſome rear up 
The bleeding body to the light. 
Keagero. 
My lord, I think *tis you: were you not here, 
A man might ſwear twete you. 
nd:ea. 
His garments—ha ! like mine, his face made like : 


An ominovs horror all my veins doth ftrike, 


Sure this portends my death ; this miſery 
Aims at fome fatal pointed * 


Enter 


Or IERON IMO. 55 
Enter Jeronimo and Horatio. 


Son Horatio, ſee Andrea ſlain ! 

| Horatio, | 
Andrea flain! then weapon * cling my breaſt. 
Andre 


4. 
Live, trueſt friend, for ever loved and bleſt. 


Horatio. 
Lives Don Andrea ? 
Andrea. 
Aye, but ſlain in thought, 
To lee ſo ſtrange a likeneſs forged and wrought. 
Lords, cannot you yet deſery 
Who is the owner of this red melting bedy ? 


0. 
My lord; it is Alcario, duke Medina's ſon, 
I know him by this mole upon his breaſt, 
Laxarot 


to. . 
Alcario ſlain! haſt thou beguil'd me, ſword ? \ 
Arm, haſt thou ſlain thy bountiful kind lord? 
Why then rat off and drop upon the ground, 
Strow all the galleries with gobbets round. 


Enter Lorenzo. 


| Lorenzo. 
Who names Alcario ſlain ? it is Alcario: 
O curſed deed! 
Could'ſt thou not ſee, but make the wrong man bleed? 
Lazarotto, 
'Sfoot, c Was your fault, my lord; you brought no word. 
enxo. 
Peace; no words: Þ'll get thy pardon : . 


Why mum then, 


15 cling my breaſt. ] The word cling is ſo variouſly uſed pr different + 
authors, 1 of ifficult to athx — preciſe meaning to 8 | 
inſtances are quoted by Mr. Steevens, in his Note on Macbeth, A. 5, S. 5. 

I imagine Horatio means, that his weapon ſhall c/ing to bim, or not leave 
dim, until he had gratified his revenge for his friend's murder. 


7 | Eater 
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Enter Bellimperia. 
Belli 4. | 
. Who names Andrea ſlain ? tis Andrea: 
O, I ſwoon, I die. | Ny "" 
„ I 2 
Look to m fitter Bellim a! 
K —.— 


"Rath up, my fear love, Bellimperia ! 
O be of comfort, ſweet : call in thy ſpirits ; 
Andrea lives: O let not death beguile thee ! 


Bellimperia. 
Are you Andrea ? 
Andrea, 
Do not forget; | 
That was Alcario, my ſhape's counterfeit. 
| ' Lorenzo, 
Why ſpeaks not this accurſed, damned villain 
Lazarotto. | 
5 good words, my lords ; for thoſe are 3 rails 2 : 
The king moſt hear; why ſhould 1 make two tales ? 
For to be found i in two, before the king 
I will reſolve you all this ſtrange ſtrange thing : 
I hit, yet miſt ; twas I miſtook my part. 
Horatio, 
Aye, villain; for thou am't at this true heart. 
Horatio, *twas well, as fortune ſtands, 
This letter came not to Andrea's hands. 
. Horatio, 
"Twas happineſs indeed. 


mperia. 
| Was it not you, Andrea, queſtioned me 
Bout love? N 
. 


No, Bellimperia, 
Belike twas falſe Andrea; for the firſt 
Object mine eyes met, was that moſt accurſt 
Which, I much fear me, by all ſigns portends 
Moſt doubtful wars, and dangerous pointed ends 
To light upon my blood. 


Be Ulimper 14. 


My lord, leave that to me; Il look to him. 
eronimo. 


Mark, mark, Horatio: a villain guard a villain. 


The king may think my news is a bad gueſt, : 
When the firſt object is a bleeding breaſt. [ Eennt omnes. 


Laer King of Spain, Caſtile, Medina, Rogero, and others ; 
* 2 11 


ills 
| King, 
My lords, | | 
What heavy ſounds are theſe ?—nearer and nearer! ha! 
Andrea the forerunner of theſe news? 
Nay, then I fear Spain's inevitable ill. 
Ha! Andrea, ſpeak ! what news from Portugal ? 
What, is tribute paid ? peace or wars? 
| Andrea, 


Wars, my dread leege. 


King. 
Why then : 
That bleeding object doth preſage what ſhall _ 
Hereafter follow. What's he that lies there ſlain, 
Or hurt, or both? Speak. 


Andrea. 
My leege, Alcario, duke Medina's ſon ; 
And by that ſlave this purple act was done. 
Medina. 
Who names Alcario flain? ah me, *tis he: 
Art thou that villain? 
| Lazarotto. 


How didſt thou know my name ? 
[ ſee an excellent villain hath his fame, 


As well as a courtier. 
* Medina. 


Speak, villain: wherefere didſt thou this accurſed deed ? 
— dL.azarotto. 


— — — h 


Iz © 
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Lazarotto. 
Becauſe I was an af, a villainous aſs; 
For had I hit it right, Andrea had lain there; 


He walk'd upright: this ominous miſtake, 


This damned error, breedeth in my foul 
An everlaſting terror. 
| K 
Say, ſlave, how came this accurſed evil? 
Lazarotto. 
Faith, by myſelf, my ſhort ſword, and the devil. 


To tell you all, without a tedious tongue, | 
FU cut them down, my words ſhall not hang long. 


That hapleſs bleeding lord Alcario, 


Which this hand flew, pox on't, was a huge doter 
On Bellimperia's beauty, who reply'd 
In ſcorn, and his hot ſuit deny'd; 
For her affections were all firmly planted 
In Don Andrea's boſom ; yet, unwife, 
He till purſued it with blind lover's eyes. 
Then hired he me with gold—O fate thou elf! 
To kill Andrea, which here kill'd himſelf : 
For, not content to ſtay the time of murder, 
He took Andrea's ſhape unknown to me, - 
And in all parts diſguis'd as there you ſee, 
Intending, as it ſeemed by that fly ſhift, 
To ſteal away her troth : ſhort tale to tell, 
I took him 4 Andrea; down he fell. 
King, 

O impious deed, 

To make the heir of honour melt and bleed! 


Bear him away to execution. 


Lazarotto, 
Nay, lord Lorenzo, where's the pardon ? 'sfoot 
III peach elſe. [4 BY 
| Lorenzo. 
Peace, Lazarotto, I'll get it of the king. 
| Laxarotto. 
Do it quickly then, or I'll ſpread villainy. 


. 36 Lnz] This word is not in the quarts, 


Lorenzg. 


OF JERONIMO.- OY 


ord, he is the moſt — 

My lord, he is the moſt notorious rogue 
That ovve breath'd, 8 IE lu. 
1 : King, | 
Away with him, | | 

Lorenzo. 


Your hizhneſs may do well to bar his ſpeech, 
Tis able to infect a virtuous ear. 


King, 
Away with him, I will not hear him ſpeak, 
| Lazarotts, ; 
My lord Lorenzo is a—— Manie e e 
| [ They Bop his mouth, and bear bin ix. 
Jeroni mo. 
Is not this a monſtrous courtier ? 
Horatio. 
He is the court-toad, father. 
King. 
Tribute deny'd us? ha! 
Andrea. 
It is, my leege, and that with no mean words: 
He will redeem his honour loſt with ſwords. 
ings 
So daring ! ha! fo 7 
Can you remember the words he ſpake ? 
Andrea. 
Word for word, my gracious ſovereign, 
And theſe they were, —Thus much return to Spain: 
Say That our ſettled judgment hath adviſed us 
What tribute is, how poor that monarch ſhews 
Who for his throne a yearly penſion owes; 
And what our predeceſſors loit to Spain, 
We have freſh ſpirits that can renew it again, 


ay 4 King: 
a: ſo perem ring, itout ! 
* Andrea. 

Then, my leege, 
According to your gracious dread command, 
bad defiance with a vengeful hand. 
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He entertained it? * 


Andrea. | 
Aye, and returned it with manacing brows ; 
Prince Balthezar his ſon 
Grew violent and wiſhed the fight begun, 
Lorenzo, . 
So, ſo, I have ab my ſlave to hell ; | 
Tho' be blab there, the devils will not tell. 


17 f Tucket within, 


a. <- ; 


How now ! what ns trumpet's ſound? 
Enter a Meſſenger. | 


My leege, the Portugals 


Are up in arma, glittering in ſteel. 


' Where's out lord general, Lorenzo, ſtout Andrea, 
With whom I rank ſprightly Horatio? 
What! for ſhame, ſhall the Portugals 


Trample the fields before 4 ? 
General, 


No, my leege, there's 1 2 
To let — blond enough: tribute ſhall flow, 
Out of their bowels, and be tendered fo, 
Spain. 
Farewel, brave lords; my wiſhes are bequeath'd, 
A nobler rank of ſpirits never breath'd. 
[Exeunt King and Nobles, 


ay 


17 A Tucket within.) In Aut «well that ends well, A. 3. S. 5. One 
of the ſtage · directions is a Tucker afar off ; and, in Henry 7 A. 4 8. 2. 
the Conſtable ſays: 
6 Then let the trumpets ſound 
« The tucket ſonuance, and the note to mount.“ 
A Tucket is, therefore, probably a trumpet. 
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Jeronimo. 
O my ſweet boy, heaven ſhield thee ſtill from care 
O be as fortunate as thou art fair ! 
Horatio. 
And heaven bleſs you, my father, in this ficht, 
That I may ſee your gray head crown'd in white! 
[Exennt omnes. 
— etl 
Bellimperia, 
You came but now, muſt you part again? 
You told me that your ſpirit 
Should put on peace; but ſee war follows war. 
| | Andrea, 
Nay, ſweet love, ceaſe ; 
To be deny'd our honour, why *twere baſe 
To breathe and live; and ** war in ſuch a caſe 
Is even as neceſſary as our blood. 
Swords are in ſeaſon then when right's withſtood : 
Deny us tribute, that ſo many years 
We have in peace told out! why it would raiſe 
Spleen in the hoſt of angels: twere enough 
o make out tranquil ſaints of angry ſtuff, 
| Bellimperia. 
You have o'erwrought the chiding of my breaſt ; 
And by that argument you firmly prove 
Honour to ſoar above the pitch of love. 
Lend me thy loving and thy warlike arm, 
On which I knit this ſoft and filken charm, 
Tied with an amorous knot: O may it prove 
Inchanted armour, being charmed by love ; 
That when it mounts up to thy warlike creſt, | | 
It may put by the ſword, and ſo be bleſt. 
O what divinity proceeds from love! 
what divini ove : 
What, happier 2 then myſelf can move! 
Hark ! the drum beckons me: ſweet dear, farewel, 
This ſcarf ſhall be my charm 'gainſt foes and hell. 
| Bellimperia. 
O let me kiſs thee firſt, 
is war] The firſt edition reads wart. 
Vor. III. G Andrea, 
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Ws. Andrea, 


Fond x 
% 4 
*, 


Do't quickly then: bn 2 [Exit Andrea. 


Farewel: O cruel part ; | 
Andrea's boſom bears away my heart. [Exit Bellimperia, 


Euter Balthezar, Alexandro, Vollupo, Don Pedro, with Soldiers, 


drum and colours. 


Balthezar . a 
Come, valiant ſpirits ; you peers of Portugal, 
That owe your lives, your faiths, and ſervices, _ 
To ſet you free from baſe captivity : 
O let our father's ſcandal ne'er be ſeen 
As a baſe bluſh upon our free-born cheeks : 
Let all the tribute that proud Spain receiv'd 
Of thoſe all captive Portugales deceaſed, 
Turn into =D and choke their inſolence. 
Methinks no moiety, not one little thought 
Of them whoſe ſervile acts live in their graves, 
But ſhould raiſe ſplecns big as a cannon- bullet 
Within your boſoms: O för honour, 
Your country's reputation, your live's freedom, 
Indeed your all that may be termed revenge, 
Now let your bloods be liberal as the ſea ; 
And all thoſe wounds that you receive of Spain, 
Let theirs be equal to quit yours again. 
Speak Portugales : are you reſolved as I, 
To live like captives, or as * die. 
ollupo. 
Prince Balthezar, as you ſay, io ſay we; 
Io die with honour, ſcorn captivity. 


| 0s 
Why, ſpoke like true Portugales indeed : 
I am aflured of your forwardneſs. 
Now, Spain, fit firm, I'll make thy towers ſhake, 


And 


0 r JERONIMO. 


And all that gold thou hadſt from Portugal, 
Which makes thy court melt in luxuriouſneſs, 
I vow to have it treble at thy hands. 
Hark, Portugales ! I hear their Spaniſh drum : 
March on and meet them : this muſt be the day, 
That all they have received they back muſt pay. 
- [The Portugales march about. 


| 


Znter Jeronimo, Andrea, Horatio, Lorenzo, Lord General, 
| Rogero, and Attendants, with drum and colours, i 


Feronimo, 
_ What are you braving us before we come! 
We'll be as ſhrill as you: ſtrike alarum, drum. | 
[ They ſound a flonriſh on both fades, 
Ballubezar. 
Thou inch of Spain; | 
Thou man, from̃ thy hoſe downward ſcatce ſo much, 
Thou very little longer than thy beard, 
Speak not ſuch big words; they'll throw thee down, 
Little Jeronimo: words greater then thyſelf ! 


It muſt be. 
| Feronimo, 


And thou long thing of Portugal, why not ? 
Thou that art full as tall | 
As an Engliſh gallows, upper beam and all, 
ovourer of apparel, thou huge iwallower, 
My hoſe will — make thee a ſtanding collar: 
What! have I almoſt quited you? 
Andrea, 15 
Have done, | . 
Impatient marſhal. | 
Balthezar, 


Spaniſh combatatits, 
What ! do you ſer a little pigmy marſhal 
To queſtion with a prince? 


ea. 

No, prince Balthezar, ; | 
I have defired him peace, that we might war: | 
G 2 What ! 
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What! is the tribute-money tendered yet? 


bezar, 
Tribute? ha! ha! 
What elſe, wherefore meet our drums, 
{ But to tender and receive the ſums 
Olf many a bleeding heart, which ere ſun fall 
Shall pay dear tribute, even their lives and all ? 
| Andrea. | 
Prince Balthezar, I know your valiant ſpirit ; 4 
I know your courage to be tried and good, | | 
And yet, O prince, be not confirmed 1n blood : 
Not that I taſte of fear or cowardice, 
But of religion, piety, and love 
To many boſoms that yet firmly move 
Without diſturbed ſpleens : O in thy heart 
Weigh the dear drops of many a purple part 
That muſt be ated on the fields green ſtage 
Before the evening dews quench the ſun's rage. 
'Let tribute be appeaſed and fo ſtayed, 
And let not wonted fealty be *9 denayed 
To our deſartful kingdom: Portugales, 
Keep your forefathers? oaths ; that virtue craves ; 
Let them not lie foreſworn now in their graves, 
To make their aſhes perjur'd and unjuſt, 
For heaven can be revenged on their duſt, 
They ſwore to Spain both for themſelves and you: 
And will poſterity prove their fires untrue? 
This ſhould not be mong men of virtuous ſprit ; 
Pay tribute then, and receive peace and writ. 
Balihezar. 


Heratio. 


za; 


O virtuous coward ! 


O ignoble ſpirit ! | | 
o term him coward for his virtuous merit! 
' Andrea. 
Coward ! nay then, relentleſs rib of ſteel, 
What virtue cannot, thou ſhalt make him feel. 


19 denayed] See Note to Tancred and Giſmunda, vol. II. p. 189. 
"as Fu. 
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Proud Alexandro, thou art mine? 
Alerandro. 
Agreed. 


And thou, Vollupo, mine. 


Vollupo. 
TIl make thee bleed. | 
Horatio. 
And thou, Don Pedro, mine. 
"WED Don Pedro. 
I care not whoſe ; * > 4 thine, or all at once. 


I bind thee, Don Andrea, by thy honour, 
Thy valiancy, and all that thou hold'ſt great, 
To meet me ſingle in the battle's heat; 
Where I'll ſet down, in characters on thy fleſh, 
Four precious lines, ſpoke by our fathers' mouth, 
When firſt thou cam'it embaſlador : theſe they are: 
"Tis faid we ſhall not anſwer at next birth 
Our fathers faults in heaven, why then on earth? 
Which proves and ſhews, 
That what they loſt by baſe captivity, 
We may redeem with wonted valiancy : 
And to this crimſon end our colours ſpread : 
Our courages are new born, our valours bread: 
Therefore Andrea, as thou tendereſt fame, 
Wars, reputation, and a ſoldier's name, 
Meet me, | 


I will. 
Single me out. 
I ſhall. 


Do you the like, 
Z And you all, and we, 


Lorenzo, 
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Andrea. © | 


Can we be foes, and all ſo well agreed? 
Balthezar. 


Why, man, in war there's bleeding amity; 
And he this day gives me the deepeſt wound, 
II call him brother. 

Andrea, 


Then, prince, call me ſo; . . 
To gain that name, I'll 3 the the deepeſt blow. 


Nay, then, if brotherhood Þ ine come due, 


I hope, boy, thou wilt gain a brother too, 
Horatio, 


Father, doubt 1 it not. = 


Andrea, 
Lord General, 
Breathe, like your name, a general defiance 


Gainſt Portugal. 
Defiance Wy Portugal as 
to es. 
althezar, 
The like 


Breathe our Lord General againſt the Spaniards. 
Eee), To. 


Now ceaſe words, 
T long to hear the muſick of claſhed ſwords. 
Balthezar. 
Why, thou ſhalt hear it preſently. | | 
[They offer 1 fight, 
Quickly then. | 
Why now ? 


General. 
O ſtay, my lords, 
This will but breed a mutiny in the camp. 


Balthezar, 
I am all fire, Andrea, 
Andreas 


Andrea. 
Art thou? 
Why then Tu Quench thee, prince, with thine cn blood. 
Balthezar, 
| Adieu. 2 
F Andrea, 
Adieu. | | 4 
Balthezar. : 
Let's meet.. 


'Tis meet we did, 
Alexandre. 
Lorenzo. 
Vollupo, 


Rogero. 
Don Pedro. 


Horatia. 
Don Pedro, 


Horatio. 


Feroni 
| age, Dog Fares, 931 

o valiant ſpirits of Spain; 

Valiant Andrea, fortunate Lorenzo ; 

Worthy Rogero, ſprightly Horatio: 

O let me dwell a little on that name 

Be all as fortunate as heaven's bleſt hoſt, 

But, blame me not, I'd have Horatio moſt; 

— all * 77 when the fight is done, 

pecially ride thee home ſo, my ſon. | YT” 
80125 now kiſs and einbrace: come, come, | Wy 
I am war's tutor :—ſtrike alarum, drum. Exeunt omnes. | 


lon alarum, the Port les and * g 
CN Pda are put — — 15 


' Enter Jeronimo ſolus. 
Feronimo. 
O valiant boy! track * giant's arm; 
4 


1 
—— —— — — — — — . —— 
2 = _ =_ 
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"His ſword ſo falls upon the Portugales, 
ee gn | 


And ſqueeſe their bloods out : O abundant joy ! 
Never had father a more happier boy. [Zxit Jeronimo. 
Enter Balthezar, and a Soldier. 
: | Balthezar. 
Can you not find Don Audrea forth ? 


O for a voice ſhriller than all the trumpets | 
To prince Andrea's ears through the hot army ! 
Go K : bring him, or ne er return, [Exit Soldier. 
 Vakant rea, by thy worthy blood, 

Thy honour'd faith which thou pawn'ſt to mine; 
By all that thou hold'ſt dear upon this earth, 

Sweat now to find me in the keight of blood: 
Now death doth heap his goods up all at once, 
And crams his ſtore-houſe to the top with blood, - 
Might I now and Andrea, in one fight, 

Make upthy wardroope richer by a knight ! 


Enter Rogero. 
Ha! Vollupo! q 
 Balthezar. 
No; but a better. I : 
cath Rogero. 
P OX on't. 
Balthezar s 
Pies on't, 


What luck is this ; but, fir, you part not ſo, 
Whate'er you be, III have a bout with you. 


ero. 
Content: this is joy mixed with ſpight, 
Io miſs a lord, and meet a prince in fight. 


Balthezar . 
Come, meet me, fir. 
| Rogero. 
Juſt half way; I'll meet it with my ſword. 
[They fight. Balthezar beats in Rogero- 


Enter 
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Enter Andrea with a Captain. 


rn m 

This fierce, couragious prince; a worthy, 

Made of the ribs of Mais and fortitude ? 1 
He promiſed to meet fair, and ſingle me 

Out o' the miſty battle: did you ſearch 

The left wing for him ? ſpeak. 


Captain; 
We did, my lord. 8 
g Andrea. 
And could he not be found? 


Not in that wing, my lord. 


Why, this would vex the reſolution 
Of a ſuffering ſpleen. —Prince Balthezar ! 
Portugal's valiant heir! 
The glory of our foe, the heart of courage, 
The very ſoul of true nobility, | 
I call thee by thy right name; anſwer me. 
Go, Captain, paſs the left wing ſquadron ;. hie, 
Mingle yourſelf again amidſt the army ; 
Pray ſweat to find him out. [Exit Captain. 
This place I'M keep: 98 
Now wounds are wide, and blood is ee 
Tis now about the heavy dread of batt 
Soldiers drop down as thick as if death mowed them 
As ſith men trim the long-haird ruffan fields, 
So faſt they fall, ſo faſt to fate life yields. 


Enter Balthezar. 


| Balthezar, 
I have ſweat much, and cannot find him—Andrea 
Andres. . 
Prince Balthezar: o lucky minute ! 
Bat bexar . 


— — — — —— 
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| | 4 N Balthezar. . 4 
O long-wiſhed-for hour? 
Are you remember d, Don, 
Of a daring meſſage, and a proud attempt | 
You braved me, Pon, within my father's court? 


| ra. 
I think I did. © 
" / Balthezar, 
This ſword ſhall laſſr you for it, 
Andrea. 


Alas ! | 
War knows IT am too proud a ſcholar grown 
Now to be laſhed with ſteel: had I not known 
My ſtiength and courage, it had been eaſy then 
'To have me born upon the backs of men : 
But now I am ſorry, prince, you come too late, 
That wear proud ſteel ; yfaith that ſhould do that. 

> ; Balthezar 0 | 

FT can hold no longer: 

Come, lets fee which of our ſtrengths is ſtronger, 


a. 
Mine for a' wager. 
"Thins! ET 
what wa ay. | 
ger? pt 1 


I hold three wounds to one. 
, Balthezar. . 


Content a ay: but you ſhall keep ſtakes then. 
Aitea. | 


Nay, HI truſt _ , 3 : 
or you're a prince, I know you your due, 
4 it: Balthezar, OE. | 


Tl u ſoundly. | 

* * 7 Andrea. 

Prince, you might have paid 

Tribute as well, then battles had been ſaid, 
Balibezar. ä 


Here's tribute for you. 
Andrea, 


Fl receive it of you, 
by And 


- 


or JERONIMO. * 
And give you acquittatce with a wound or wo- 19.) 
[ They fight. Balthezar beth Andrea down. 4 


Enter Jeronimo and Horatio. Horatio bets nog Balthenar, 


4 


Thou art a wondrous friend, a „ ſpirit: 
I owe thee now my life. Couldſt thou inherit 
Within my boſom, all I have is thine, 
For by this a& I hold thy arm divine. 
Horatio, 
Are you not wounded ? ler me ſearch and ſee. 


Andrea. 
No, my dear ſelf, for 1 was bleſt by thee. 
Elſe his unpitying {word had cleft my heart, 
Had not Horatio pay d ſome angel's part. 
Come, ow mortal, let me rank by thee, 
| ſure no ſtar will threaten me. 
Horatio, 
Let's to the battle once more: we may meet 
This haughty prince, and wound him at our feet. 
| [ZExeunt maar, 


Enter Rogero and Alexandro in their ſbirts, with ** Pollazes, 


Rogers. 
Art thou true valiant ? haſt 8 of proof 
Girt to thy loins? art thou true loyal? 
Ar. 
Why look; 


wWimel the 351 truth upon my breaſt. 4 
Come, lets meet, lets meet, 1 
And break our haughty ſculs down to our feet. | = 

[75 by fight. Alexandro beats i in Rogees, lf 


29 Pollaxes.] Poles headed by axes. —— Skinner 


Enter 
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. Pedro at ou deer, ard Alexandro and 
Rogerd at azother door. Lorenzo kills Don. Pedro, and 
Alexandro kills Rogero. Enter at one door Andrea, at 


% 


Andrea. 
oO me! 1 fad! valiant Rogero {lain ! 
/  Baſthezar. 
ſad fates ! Don Pedro weltering in his gore! 
ker meet Andrea now my blood's a tiptoe, | 
This hand and ſword ſhould melt him: , 
Valiant Don Pedro ! 


Worthy R ſh ul * 

| ogero, ſure *twas multi 

That thee ſoop to death: one Por 

Could neer overwhelm thee in ſuch crimſon "A 
And no mean blood ſhall quit it. Balthezar, * 


Prince Balthezar. | 
Balthezar. 


+ Andrea, we meet in blood now. 
Andrea. 
„ in yaliant blocd of Don ind Forums, ſhedding, 


20 each drop is worth a * 
- VI top thy head, — 


Tou eannot, prince: ſee a revengful ſword 
Wares oer my heat Ie 
Balthezar. 


Another over mine, 
Let them both meet, in crimſon tinctures thine. 


[They fight ; and Andrea — — 


Enter Portugales, and relieve Balthezar, and kill Andrea, 
Andrea. 
O am ſlain !- help me, Horatio ! 
DS foes are baſe, and ſlay 1 wa 
Facewel dear, deareſt Bellim 
Te herein joy is mingled with fad breath: 


I keep 
2 ; 


* 


"df Ae wm 


her favour longer than my breath. | as. 
I keep ger tan my E e 


vaunting on bim. 2 


Enter Jeronimo, Horatio, and Lord General, | © 
| "Horatio, ! 
My other ſoul, my boſom, my heart's friend, 
O, my Andrea ſlain ; I have the price of him 
In princely blood. 3 | 
Prince Balthezar, my ſword ſhall ſtrike true ſtrains, - 
And fetch Andrea's ranſom forth thy veins. _ 
Lord General, drive them hence, while I make war. 
Balthezar. 
Hath war made thee ſo impudent and young ? 
My ſword ſhall give correction to thy tongue. 
| Jeroni mo. 
Correct thy raſcals, prince; thou correct him! 
Lug with him boy: honours in 125 45 ſwim. | 
and Breath 
Balthezar. 4 | os. 
So young and valourous this arm ne'er met, 
So ſtrong a courage in fo green a ſet. 
| Horatio. 
If thou be'ſt valiant, ceaſe theſe idle words, 
And let revenge hatig on our glittering ſwords, 
With this proud prince the haughty Balthezar, 
[Horatio has Prince Balthezar down :. then 
enter Lorenzo and ſeizes his weapon, 
Horatio. 


Hand off, Loterizo; touch not my priſoner, - 
Lorenzo 


He's my priſoner, 
I feiz'd his weapons firſt, | 
Horatio. | 
O baſe renown ! tis eaſy to ſeize thoſe, 
Were forc'd laid down. 
Lorenzo. 


My lance firſt threw him from his warlike fleed. 
Feronime 


310 THE FIRST PART 


"mh OY | 1 Feronimo. E 
Ty lance, Lorenzo l now by my beard you lye. 
| Horatio. : 


„Wel, my lord, We 
o you a while I tender my whole priſoner, 


Horatio, N 
You tender me part of mine own, you knows 
ell, oy h : ble di ſe, 
Well, peace; with my iſpen 
Until my liege ſhall end the difference. 
TFeronimo. | 
Lorenzo, thou doſt boaſt of baſe renown ; 
Why I could whip all theſe, were their hoſe down. 
h 4 thou id ? | 
Speak, prince, to whether ield ?. 
Ye” Balthezar. 4 | 
The vanquiſh'd yields to both, to you firſt. 
4 Horatio. | 
O abjeR prince! what, doſt thou yield to two ? 
i118. 
Content thee, boy; thou ſhalt ſuſtain no wrong. 
I to the king before, and let him know | 
The ſum of victory, and his overthrow, [Exit Jeronims, 
| Lor enZos | | . 
Andrea lain! thanks to the ſtars Above. 
II chooſe my fiſter out her ſecond love. | 
* [Exeunt Lorenzo and Balthezar, 
Horatio, 
Come, noble rib of honour, valiant carcaſs, 
I loved thee ſo entirely when thou breatheſt, 
That I could die wert but to bleed wich thee, 
And wiſh me wounds, even for ſociety. 
Heaven and this arm once ſaved thee trom thy foe, 
When his all-wrathtul ſword did baſely point 
At the rich circle of thy labouring heart, 
Thou groveling under indignation 
Of ſword and ruth: O then ſtept heaven and I 
Between the ſtroke, but now alack muſt die. 
Since ſo the powers above have writ it down, 
In marble leaves, that death is mortal crown 


* 


Come 
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Come then, my friend, in purple I will bear | 
Thee to my private tent, and then prepare 
For honour d funeral for thy melting corſe. e 
[He takes his ſcarf and ties it about his arm. 
This ſcarf I'll wear in memory of our ſouls' | 1 +”, 
And of our mutual loves; here, here, I'll wind it; 


! 


And full as often as I think on thee - 


I'Il kiſs this little enfign, this ſoft banner, "Gs": 
Smear'd with foes? blood, all for the maſter's honour. F 
Alas ! I pity Bellimperia's eyes, . 
Juſt at this inſtant, her heart ſinks and dies. 

| [Exit Horatio carrying Andrea oz his back. 


Enter Jeronimo ſolxs. 


|  Teronimo, 
My boy adds treble comfort to my age; 
His ſhare is greateſt in the victory. 
The Portugales are ſlain, and put to flight _ 
By Spaniards force, moſt by Horatio's might. 
PII to the Spaniſh tents to ſee my ſon, 
Give him my bleſſing, and then all is done. 


Enter tæuo dragging of enfigns ; then the funeral of Andrea: next 
Horatio and Lorenzo ſeading Prince Balthezar captive : thew 
the Lord General, with others, mourning : a great cry within 


Charon, à boat, @ hoat: then enter Charon and the ghoſt of 


Andrea. 
Horatio. 
-O, my lords, , 
See Don Andrea's ghoſt ſalutes me, ſee embraces me ! 
Lor ENZO, 
It is your love that ſhapes this apparition **, 
| Horatio. 
Do you not ſee him plainly, lords ? 
Now he would kiſs my check : =O, my pale friend. 
Wert thou any thing but a ghaſt, I could love thee. 
See, he points at his own hearſe; mark all, 
As it he did rejoice at funeral. 


21 apparition) The quarto reads apprehenſion. 
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: ive ngut to paint 
To thank Horatio, and commend his hare, | 


No, you'll blab ſecrets then ? 
Ania. 
By Charon's boat, I will not. 


N mall not: therefore paſs ; 
Secrets in bell are lock'd with doors of braſs : 
Uſe action if you will, but not in voice, 
Your friend conceives in figns how you rejoice. 
atio. 

See, ſee, he points to have us go forward on; 
I pr'ythee reſt ; it ſhall be done, ſweet Don: 


O, now he's vaniſh d. | - 
[Sound trumpets, and a peal of ordinance. 
Anatea. 


I am a happy ghoſt; 
Revenge, my paſſage now cannot be croſt : 
Charon; come, hell's ſculler, waft me o'er 
Your ſable ſtreams which look like moulten pitch, 
My funeral rites are made, my hearſe hung rich. 
| [Exeunt Ghoſt and Revenge: a great noiſe within. 
| Hithin. 
Charon; a boat, Charon! Charon! 
: Charon, 
Who calls ſo loud on Charon? 
Indeed tis ſuch a time, the truth to tell, 
I never want a fare, to paſs to hell. [ Exeunt omnes. 


Sound a flouriſh. Enter, marching, Horatio and Lorenzo leading 
Prince Balthezar, Lord General, Phillippo, and Caflimero 
Horatio. | 


with followers, 
duties ſpent 


Theſe honoured rites and worth 

Upon the funeral of Andrea's duſt 
Thoſe once his valiant aſhes, march we now 
Homeward with victory to crown Spain's brow. 


22 v5! The quarto reads bjs 


4 


oF jERONIMO: 1 


8 General. | 
is ours, and joy yields happy treaſure: -_ _ 
pain, in moſt triumphant meaſure, ¶ Trennt omnes. 


Enter Jeronimo oh. 


Feronimo, | 
Foregod ! I have juſt miſt them : ha! 
Soft, Jeronimo : thou haſt more friends 
To take thy leave of: look well about thee ; 
Embrace them, arid take friendly leave, 
My arnis are of the ſhorteſt ; 
Let your loves piece them out. 
You're welcome all, as I ain a geritleman 
For my ſon's ſake, grant me a man at leaſt, 
At leaſt I am : ſo good - night, * kind gentles, 
For I hope there's never a Jetu among you all; 
And fo I leave you. [Exit. 


The da 
ik a tel 


For I hope there's never a Jew among you al;] A Play upon words 
was the failing of almoſt every writer of the times. The quibble here 
upon gentles and Few is alſo in Shakſpeare's Merchant of Venice, A. 2. S. 7. 
See the Notes on that paſſage by Dr, Johnſon, Mr. Steevens, and Dr. 
Farmer, vol. III. edit. 1778, p. 173. To the, inſtances there quoted, 
may be added the following From Eupbues, 1581, p. 65: © Conſider 
with thy ſelfe that thou art a gentleman, yea and a Gentile, and if thou 
e negleR thy calling thou art worſe than @ Fee.“ 


F.1 02-6 


Vor, III. H 


P 
/ 


THE Firſt Part of Jeronimo. With'the Warres of Por- 

and the Life and Death of Don Andræa. Printed at 

London for Thomas Pavyer, and are to be ſolde at his ſhop, at 
the entrance into the 160 5. 4to. _ 


"ry 


THE 


THE 
SPANISH TRAGEDY:: - 
1 


HIERONIMO is mad again. 


— 


HIS Play was the object of ridicule to almoſt 

Writer of the times. Phillips and Winſtanly aſcribe it, 
but erroneouſly, to Thomas Smith, We learn from Heywood, 
that it was the production of ThomasKyd ; to whom, there- 
fore, all the abſurdities contained in it are to be charged. 
The former edition was printed from a very incorrect copy. 
It is here given from that publiſhed by N. Hawkins, who 
appears to have accurately collated all the ſeveral editions; and 
the variations in each are put at the bottom of the page. We 
find, from Dekkar's Satiromaſtrix, that Ben Jonſon originally 
pertormed the part of Jeronimo, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA 


de PHE Ghoſt of AnvazA, 


REvENGE. 
Kins of Spain. 
 Vxcxroy of Portingale, 
Don Cyez1an, Duke of Caſtile, 
. NMizxonimMo, Marſhal of Portingale. 


T BALTHAZARy the Viceroy's Son, in Love with Beru. 


PERIA. 1 
LoxkNZzo, Duke of Caſtile's Son. 5 
Horatio, HIERONVIM oO's Son. 
ALEXANDRO, 

V1LLUuPPO. 

PEDRINGANO. 

SERBERINE, 

Old Man. 

PAINTER, = 

PAGE. ö 

HANGMAN. _ 

CITIZENS, SoLpIERs, ATTENDANTS. 


Is ABELLA, Hizzowino's Wife. 
BELIMPERIA, LORENZ0's Siſter. 
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SPANISH TRAGEDY: 


THE 


ON, 
HIERONIMO is mad again. 


* 
_—__——— T Eh _— * — 
— — 


4 n 
Enter the Ghoſt F Andrea, and with him Revenge. 
Ghoſ.. 


W HE N this eternal ſubſtance of my ſoul 
Did live impriſon'd in my * wanton fleſn, 
Each in their function ſerving other's need, 

I was a courtier in the Spaniſh court: 

My name was don Andrea ; oy ee 

Tho? not ignoble, yet inferior far 

To gracious fortuhes of my tender youth : 

* For there, in prime and pride of all my years, 

By duteous ſervice, and deſerving love, 

In ſecret I 4 a worthy dame, 

Which hight ſweet Belimperia by name. 

But, in the harveſt of my 3 ſummer joys, 
Death's winter nipt the blofſoms of my bliſs, 
Forcing divorce betwixt my love and me: 


T wonted, 1618. 23. 33. ® There in the pride and prime, 1618. 
23. 33. 3 ſummer's, 6 33s 8 - 
d 4 | or 


* 0 
* 9 9 | 
* 1 
. . 
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For in the late conflict with Portingale, 
My valour drew me into danger's mouth, \ 
Till life to death made paſſage thro' my wounds, 
Wben I was ſlain, m Ful deſcended {trait 
To paſs the flowing — of Acheron; 

But churliſh Charon, only boatman there, 
Said, that, my rites of burial not perform'd, 

I might not fit among his paſſengers. 

Ere Sol had ſlept three nights in Thetis' lap, 
And “ ſlak'd his ſmoaking chariot in her flood, 
By don Horatio, our knight marſhal's ſon, 

My funerals and obſequies were done, 
Then was the ferryman of hell content 

To paſs me over to the ſlimy ſtrand, 

That leads to fell Avernus' ugly waves; | 
There, pleafing Cerberus with honied ſpeech, 
I paſs'd the perils of the foremoſt porch, 
Nor far from hence, amidſt ten thouſand ſouls, 
Sat Minos, /Eacus, and Rhadamant; 

To whom no ſooner gan I make approach, 
To crave a paſſport for my wandering ghoſt, 
But Minos, in graven leaves of lottery, 
Drew forth the manner of my life and death. 
This knight (quoth he) both liv'd and died in love; 
And, for his love, try'd fortune of the wars, 
And by war's fortune loſt both love and life, 
Why then, ſaid Eacus, convey him hence, 
To walk'with lovers in our fields of love, 
And ſpend the courſe of everlaſting time 
Under green 28 and cypreſs-ſhades, 
No, no, ſaid Rhadamant, it were not well, 


With loving ſouls to place a martialiſt: 


He died in war, and muſt to martial fields, 
Where wounded Hector lives in laſting pain, 
And Achilles' myrmidons do ſcour the plain, 
Then Minos, mildeſt 5 cenſor of the three, 
Made this device, to end the difference : 
Send him, quoth be, to our infernal king, 
To doom him as beſt ſeems his majeſty. 


4 ſlackt, 1618, s cenſurer, 1618. 23. 33. 


n 
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To this effect my paſſport ſtrait was drawn, 5 
In keeping on my way to Pluto's court, 
Thro' dreadful ſhades of ever © glooming night, 4 
I ſaw more fights than thouſand tongues can tell, 
Or pens can write, or mortal hearts can think. | 
Three ways there were; that on the right hand fide ' 
Was ready way unto the foreſaid fields, | 
Where lovers live, and bloody martialiſts; 
But either ſort contain'd within his bounds. 
The left hand path, declining fearfully, 
Was a ready * downfal to the deepeſt hell; 
Where bloody furies ſhake their whips of ſteel, 
Anfl poor Ixion turns an endleſs wheel; 
Where uſurers are choak'd with melting gold, 
And wantons are embrac'd with ugly ſaakes ; 
And murderers ? grone with ever-killing wounds; 
And perjur'd wights, ſcalded in boiling lead, 
And all foul fins with torments overwhelm'd. 
Twixt theſe two ways I trod the middle path, 
Which brought me to the fair Elyſian green; 
In midſt whereof there ſtands a ſtately tower, 
The walls of braſs, the gates of adamant :; 
Here finding Pluto with his Proſerpine, 
I ſhew'd my paſſport, humbled on my knee; 
Whereat fair Proſerpine began to“ ſmile, 
And begg'd that only the might give my doom. 
Pluto was pleas'd, and ſeab d it wick a kiſs. 


Forthwith, Revenge, ſhe ** rounded thee in th? ear, 


6 ſhapes of ever blooming night, 1618. ſhades of ever blooming 
night, 1623. 33. | ; 


7 field, 1618. 22. 33. fall down, 1618. 22. 33. 
9 murderers greeve, 1618, murderers green, 1623. 33- | 
10 — ſmile. it I begg'd, 1618. 23. 33. 


12 — rounded thee in tb' car,] i. e. whiſpered. So, in Gaſcoigne's Fable 
of Ferdinando Jeronimi, p. ut jk „After his due reverence, he layd his 
„ hande on her temples, and privilie rounding ber in ber eare, defired her to 


» 


« commaunde, &. | | 
Eupbues, p. 21: © — Ferando entered, whome they all dutifully wel- 12 
„ comed home, who rounding Philautus in the care, deſired him to accom- 1 
* panie him immediatelye.“ | 
See alſo Mr. Steevens's Note on King John, A. 2. S. 2. 
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And bade thee lead me thro? the of horn, | 


Where dreams have paſſage in the filent night. 
No ſooner had ſhe ſpoke, but we were here, 


l wot not how, in twinkling of an eye. 


fo © 
Then know, Andrea, that thou art arriv'd | 
Where thou ſhalt ſee the author of thy death, RY 
Don Balthazar, the prince of Portinga | 
Depriv'd of life by Belimperia, 
Here fit we down to fee the myſtery, 
And ſerve for Choras in this tragedy. 


Enter Spaniſh King, General, Caſtile, and Hieronimo. 
| „ Is King: "9 | 
Now ſay, lord General, 9 ares our camp? 
All well, my ſovereign liege, except ſome fer 
That are deceas d by fortune of the war. 


| | "gs 
But what *5 portends thy checrful countenance, 


And poſting to our preſence thus in haſte ? 
Speak, man ; hath fortune given us victory ? 


| __ General. 
Victory, my liege, and wn 1 little loſs, 


Ang. 
Our Portingals will pay us tribute, then? 
Tribute, and wonted therewithal. 
Then bleſt be heaven, and guide of the heavens, 


From whoſe fair influence ſuch juſtice flows! 


| Caftile. 
O multum dilefte Deo, tibi militat ether, 
Et comjurate curwato poplite gentes 
 Succumbant : recti foror eft victoria juris. 


13 — pates ef born, ] of Hor. ſecond edition of Horror, 1618. 23. 33- 


* 


For— the Gates of horn. See Virgil, b. VI. Sum geminæ ſommi portæ. 


Note on Hawkins's Edition, 

14 Iwwer not how] See Note to Gammer Gurton's Needle, vol. II. p. 61. 
15 pretends, 1618. 23. 33. 

King. T 
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Thanks to my loving brother of Caſtile, 3 
But, General, unfold in brief diſcourſe r / 
Your form of battle, and your war's ſucceſs ; | + 
That adding all the pleaſure of thy news | 
Unto the height of Feder happineſs, : | 
With deeper wage, and oo dignity, 
We 1 may reward thy bliſsful chivalry. 
Spain and P 85 0 2 | | il 
Where Spain and Portingale do jointly knit | | + 
Their 2 leaning on each other's 27 bound, 4 i 
There met our armies in their proud array; | = 
Both furniſh'd well, both full of hope and fear, | 
Both menacing alike, with daring ſhows, | i = 
Both vaunting ſundry colours of device, | 
Both cheerly ſounding trumpets, drums, and fifes, | 
Both raifing dreadful clamours to the ** ſky, 
That vallies, hills, and rivers, made rebound, 
And heaven itſelf was frighted with the ſound. 
Our battles both were ? 1.6 who in ſquadron- form, 
Each corner ſtrongly fenc'd with wings of ſhot; 
But ere we join'd, and came to vals e pike, 5 
I brought a ſquadron of our readieſt ſhot, 
From out our rearward, to begin the fight: 
They brought another wing t encounter us: 
Mean while our ordnance play'd on either fide, 
And captains ſtrove to have their * valours try d. 
Don Pedro, their chief horſemen's colonel, 
Did, with his * cornet, bravely make attempt 
To break the order of our battle ranks : 
But don Rogero, worthy man of war, 
March'd forth againſt him with our muſketeers, 
And ſtopt the malice of his fell approach. 
While they maintain hot ſkirmiſh to and fro, | 
Both vattles join, and fall to handy-blows : 
| Their 
16 will, 1633. 17 bounds, 1623. 1633. 13 &; \ 0) 
19 value, . 78. 23. 33. * 20 ST 1618. 22. Foo 1933- | | 
21 Both armies join, and fall to handy-blows :]J This Play, though not 


mentioned in the Key to The Rehearſal, ſeems to have been one of thoſe 
ridiculed 


. 
A nn 5 ; ** * ark. my D * — a 
* 5 > 4 { 5 = 4 4 , * * * * 0 * ** 8 Rh v 
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Their violent ſhot reſembling th* ocean's rage, 
When roaring loud, and with a ſwelling tide, 
It beats upon the rampires —— | 

And gapes to ſwallew neighbour- bounding lands. 
Now ** while Bellona rageth here and there, 
Thick ſtorms of bullets ran like winter's hail, 
And ſhiver'd launces *3 dark the troubled air. 


Pede pes, et cuſpidꝰ cuſpis, 

Arma ſonant armis, vir petiturgue wiro. 
On every fide ** drop eaptaius to the ground, 
25 And ſoldiers ſome ill maim'd, ſame flain out- right: 
Here falls a body, ſunder'd from his head, 
There legs and arms lie bleeding on the graſs, 
Mingled with weapons, and ** mmbowel's & 
That ſcattering overſpread the purple plain. 
In all this turmoi] three long hours and more, 
The victory to neither part wclin'd; 
Till don Andrea, with his brave launciers, 
In 7 their main battle made ſo great a breach, 
That, half diſmay'd, the multityde retir'd : 
But Balthazar, the Portingale's young prince, 
Brought reſcue, and encourag'd them to ſtay, 
Here-hence the fight was eagerly renew'd, 


And in that conflict was Andrea lain; 


Brave man at arms, but weak to Balthazar : 

Yet while the prince, inſulting over him, x 
Breath'd out proud vaunts, ſounding to our reproach, 
Friendſhip and hardy valour join'd in one, 

25 Prick'd forth Horatio, our knight - marſhal's ſon, 

To challenge forth that prince to ſingle fight: 

Not long between theſe twain the fight endur'd, 

But ſtrait the prince was beaten from his horſe, 


ridiculed by the Duke of Buckingham in that witty performance. See 
A. 5: 
: « The army, wrangling for the gold you gave, 
« Firſt fell to words, and then to handy-blows.” 


* * 


22 when, 1618. 23. 33. 23 dark'd, 1618. 23. 33. 
24 dropt, 1618. 23. 33. 25 And foldierlic maim'd, 1618. 23.33. 
26 unbowed, 1618. 23. 33- 27 his, 1618. 28 pickt, 1618. 


And 


* 
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And forc'd to yield him priſoner to his foe, = [AH ©, 
When rang the reſt they fled, 
And our carbines purſued them to the death 
Till, Pheebus waviag to the weſtern deep, * 
D n 
Thanks, good lord General, r theſe good news; a 
And for ſome argument of mote to come, 
Take this, and weat it for thy ſovertign's ſake. 
| [Gives him a chain. 
But tell me now, haſt thou conſirm'd a peace? | 
liege, b wy d l, 
No peace, iege, but peace conditiona 
That ;Þ with homies eribuke be * well paid, 
The fury of 5 your forces will be ſtaid ; 
And to 3* this peace their viceroy hath ſubſcrib'd, 
| | ws the King a paper. 
And made a ſolemn vow, that during life 
3* His tribute ſhall be truly 7 00 da. 
Theſe words, theſe deeds, deine thy perſon well. 5 
But now, knight-marſhal, frolick with 33 thy king, 
For tis thy ſon that wins 3* this battle's prize. 
| Hieronimo. 
Long may he live to ſerve my ſovereigu liege, 
And ſoon decay, unleſs he 755 my liegs: 


Nor thou, nor he, ſhall die without reward; | 
[435 racket gur off, 
What means this warning of the trumpet's found? 
General. | 
This tells me, that your grice's men of war, 
Such as war's fortune hath reſerv'd from death, 
Come marching on towards your royal ſear, 
To ſhew themſelves before your majeſty ; 


29 tribute may be paid, 1618. 23. 33. 39 our, 1618. 23. 33. 

31 tHaty 1618. 23. 42. 22 This, 1618. 2. 33 33 eo 1618. 
23. 33 34 that, 18. 23. 35 trumpet, 1618. 23. 33. 

25 ruckt] Ser Note to the Firſt Part of Feronimo, p. 96. 
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For fo I gave in charge at m depart: | 1 k 
 Whereby, by demonſtration, ſhall a | 
Thar all, except three hundred, or ew more, | 
. Are fafe return d, and by their foes enrich'd. Co”? e 
The arny enters v. - Balthazar, between Lorenzo and Horatio, 
- .. captive, | "ys 
Þ . King. | 
A gladſome fight, I long to ſee them here. 
— [Thy enter, andpaſt by 
Was that the warlike prince of Portingale, <P 
— <-- + aj 
eneral. 


It was, my liege, the * Portingale. 


zue. 
But what was he, that on 6. IT fide | 
Held him by th? arm, as partner of the prize? 
8 . 
was my ſon (m ous ſoverei 
Of whom, —— — infancy _— 
My loving thoughts did never hope but well, 
He never pleas'd his father's eyes till now, 
Nor fild my heart with Ws joys. 


Go, let them march once — ahont theſe walls, 
That, ſtaying them, we may confer and talk 
With our brave priſoner and his double guard, 
Hieronimo, it greatly pleaſeth us 
That in our victory thou have a ſhare, 

By virtue of thy worthy ſon's exploit. 

| Enter again. 
Bring hither the young prince of Portingale— 
The reſt march on; but, ere they be diſmiſs'd, 
We will beſtow on every ſoldier two ducats, 
And on every leader ten, that they may know 


Our largeſs welcomes them 
| [ Exeunt all but Bal. Lor. and Hor. 
26 gave them charge, 1618. 23. 33. 37 meets, 1618. 23. 33- 
Welcome, 


Welcome, don Balthazar, welcome, nephew 3 
And thou, Horatio, thou art welcome too. 


Young prince, altho thy father's hard miſdeeds, | . * 


Tn keeping back the tribute that he owes, 
Deſerve but evil meaſure at our hands, 


Yer ſhalt thou know that S in is honourable, | Fy 


althazar. 

The treſpaſs that my father made in peace 
Is now control'd by fortune of the wars; 
And cards once dealt, it boots not aſk why ſa:. 
His men are ſlain, a weakening to his realm; 
His colours ſeiz d, a blot upon his name; 
His ſon diſtreſt, a cor'five to his heart: | 
Theſe punifhments may clear his late offence. 


King 

Aye, Balthazar, if he 3? * — this truce, 
Our peace will grow the ſtronger for theſe wars: 
Mean while live thou, * though not in liberty, 
Yet & free from bearing any ſervile yoke; 
For, in our hearing, thy deſerts were great, 
And in our fight thyſelt art gracious. 

Balthazar. 

And I ſhall ſtudy to * 

But tell me (for their i wee Wi me doubt) 
To which of theſe twain art thou priſoner ? 


7 : Lorenzo, 
To me, my liege. 
A : 1 " | A. 
o me, my ſovereign. | 
ereig 
This hand firſt took #? his courſer by the reins. 
Hor atio. 
But firſt my launce did put him from his horſe. 
enxo. 
I ſeiz d his weapon, and enjoy'd it firſt, 
Horatio. 


But firſt I forc'd him lay his weapons down. 


38 the, 1618. 23. 33. 129 obſerves, 1618. 23. 33. 4% as though, 
1618. 41 free omitted, 1618. #3 lord, 1618. 23. 33, 47 the, 1618. 
23+ 33+ | 
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gs 
| Let hls ens, Wh privil | (res ke bi 
EE Ra wg” | 11 
To him in courteſy, to this perforce; 1 
He ſpake me fait, this other gave me ſtroke — © 
He promis d life, this other — death; 1 LAS 


He won my love, this other conquer'd me; | 
And, truth to fay, I yield m elf to both, I 
ſeronimo. | N 
But that I know your grace for juſt and wiſe, 
And might ſeem gates in this difference, 
Inforc'd by nature, and by law of arms, | 
My tongue ſhould plead young Horatio's right: 
45 He hunted — that was a lion's death & | 
Not he that in a w her wore his ſkin: 6 
So hares may pull dead W the beard. 5 


Content thee, marſhal, thou — no wha 5 
And, for th ſake, thy * ſhall' want no tight. 
Will both ide the cenſure of my doom 


Lewe no better than your grace awards, 
Horatio, 
Nor I, altho' I fit befide y 520 


Then, by my judgmen + thus) your ſtrife ſhall end: 

You both 8-£q and both ſhall have reward. | 

Nephew, thou took'ſt his weapons and his horſe 

His weapons and his horſe are thy reward. | 
Horatio, thou didſt force him firſt to yield; 

His ranſom therefore is thy valour's * 

Appoint the ſum as you tall both a 

Bur, nephew, thou ſhalt have the prince in u gummi, 

For thine eſtate beſt fitteth ſuch a gueſt. 

Horatio's houſe were ſmall for all his train: 


44 So, 1618. 23. $3. 

45 He bined well, &c.] So, in Shak ſpeare's King Jobn, A. 2. 8. t: 
« You are the hare of whom the proverb goes, 
« Whole valour plucks dead lions by the beard,” "44 Wh ; 
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Yet in regard thy ſubſtance: paſſeth his, 
And that juſt — may be ſall deſert, 
To him we yield the armour of the prince. 
How likes don Balthazar of this device ? 
| | Balthazar. | 
Right well, my liege, if this proviſo were, 
That don Horatio bear us company, 
Whom I admire and love for -—— = 2 
1 . JF 0 a 
Horatio, leave him not that . thee ſo.— 
Now let us hence to ſee our 1 
And feaſt our priſoner as our friendly gueſt. 


Viceroy. 
Is our ambaſſador difpatch'd for Spain? 
1 
Two days, my liege, are 55 ſince his depart. 
. Oy. | 
And tribute-payment gone along with him ? 
Alexandro | 


Aye, my good lord. 
Vicergy. 


Then reſt we here a while in our unreſt, | 
And feed our ſorrows with ſome inward fighs ; 5 
For deepeſt cares break never into tears. 


45 — guerdon] is reward. Soy in the preſent Scene, p. 131. 
1 « Speak on I'll guerdon thee, hate er it be.“ 
Act 2: 
Let ſpeak the truth, and I will guerdon thee,” P. 1433. 
Ben Jonſon's Cynthia's Revels, A. 5. 8. 11 : 
* And for this ſervice of diſcovery, | 1 
« Perform'd by thee, in honour of our name, 
« We wy to guerdon it with ſuch due grace, 
4 As ſhall become our bounty and th e. 1 74 
Poctafler, A. 3. 8. 4: e * | 4 
« Yet ſpeak the truth, and I will gue-don thee, . Ti 
% But if thou dally once again, thou dieſt.“ 
Wily beguil:d: - 
6 1 hope, as guer don for my juſt deſert, 
« To have it for my deteſtable acts.“ 


Vor. III. 1 But 


42025 
* 


* 


/ 
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But wherefore fit I in 47 a regal throne ? 
This ** better fits a wretch's endleſs moan. 


| [Falls to the ground. 
Vet this is higher than my fortunes reach, | 
And therefore better than my ſtate deſerves : 
Aye, x ck this earth, image of melancholy, 
Secks him whom fates “ adjudge to miſery. 
Here let me lie—Now 5 am I at the loweſt, | 


Dui jacet in terra, non habet unde cadat. 
In me conſumpfit wires fortuna nocends : 


Nil x. ſupereft ut jam poſſit obeſſe magis. 


Yes, fortune may bereave me of wy crown : 
Here, take it—Now let fortune do her worſt ; 
She will not rob me of this ſable weed. 

O no, ſhe envies none but pleaſant things ; 
Such 1s the px of deſpitetul chance ) 
Fortune is blind, and ſees not my deſerts : 

So is ſhe deaf, and hears not my laments : 

And could ſhe hear, yet is ſhe wilful mad, 

And therefore will not pity my diſtreſs, 
Suppoſe that ſhe could pity me ; what then ? 
What help can be expected at her hands, 
Whoſe foot is ſtanding on a rolling ſtone, 

And mind more mutable than fickle winds ? 
Why wail I then, where's hope of no redreſs ? 
O yes! complaining makes my grief ſeem leſs. 
My late ambition hath diſtain'd my faith; 
My breach of faith occaſion'd bloody wars, 

$2 Thoſe bloody wars have ſpent my treaſure; 
And with my treaſure, my people's blood ; 
And with their blood, my joy and beſt beloy'd, 
My beſt belov'd, my ſweet and only ſon. 

O wherefore went 1 not to war mylelt ? 

The cauſe was mine — I might have died for both: 


47 chis, 1618. 23. 33. 48 It, 1618. 49 adjudged, 1618. 
23. 33. 59 I am, 1633. 51 Nihil, 1633. $2 Theſe, 
1623. 33. 


My 
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M rs were mellow, his 5? bot young end green; 
M; Neath were natural, but his was forced. | 


Alexandro. 
No doubt, my liege, but ſtill the prince landen. 
Viceroy, 
Survives ! aye, 54 where? 
Alexandro, 
In Spain, a priſoner, by miſchance of war. 
iceroy. 
Then they have ſlain him for his father's fault. 
Alexandro, 
That were a breach to common law of arms. 
1 4 — 
'T reck no laws that meditate revenge. 
" | Alexandro. 4 
His ranſom's worth will ſtay from foul revenge. 
 Fueroy. 
No; if he liv'd, the news would ſoon be here, 
Alexandro. 
Nay, evil news 55 fly faſter ſtill than good. 
Viceroy. 
Tell me no more of news, for he is dead. 
Villuppo. 


My ſovereign, pardon the author of ill news, 

And I'll bewray the fortune of thy ſon. 
iceroy 

Speak on, I'll guerdon thee, what er it be; 
Mine ear is ready to receive ill news; 
My heart grown hard gainſt miſchief's battery. 
Stand vp, I ſay, and tell thy tale at large. 

Vi Ulnppo. | 

Then hear 5 that truth, which theſe mine eyes have ſeen. 
When both the armics were in battle join'd, 
Don Balthazar, amidſt the thickeſt troops, 
To win renown, did wondrous feats of arms: 
Amongſt the reſt I ſaw! him, hand to hand, 
In fingle fight with their lord general, 
Till 1 (that here counterfeits 


53 but his, 1623. 33. | 54 but where? 1618. 23. 33- 
55 will fly, 1618. 23.33. 1 56 the, 1618, 23. 33. Und 
2 nder 


a 1 | 
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Under the colour of a duteous friend) 
Diſcharg'd his piſtol at the prince's back, 
As cho he would have ſlain their general; 
But therewithal don Balthazar fell down, 
And when he fell, then we began to fly; 
But, had he liv'd, the day had ſure been ours. 
Alexandro, 
O wicked forgery! O trait'rous miſcreant ! 
; _ PVicroy. 
Hold thou thy peace—But now, Villuppo, ſay, 
Where then became the m of my ſon ? 
4 . 
I ſaw them drag it to the —— tents. 
Fd . 


: 1 4 8 
Aye, aye, my nightly dreams have told me this. 


Thou falſe, unkind, unthanł ful, trait rous beaſt, 
Wherein had Balthazar offended thee, 

That thou ſhould'ſt thus betray him to our foes ? 
Was't Spaniſh gold that bleared ſo thine eyes, 
That thou could'it ſee no part of our deſerts ? 
Perchance, becauſe thou art Terſera's lord, 
Thou 55 had'ſt ſome hope to wear this diadem, 

If firſt my ſon, and then myſelf were ſlain: 

But thy ambitious 55 thought ſhall break thy neck—- 
Aye, this was it that made thee ſpill his blood. 


F 


He takes the crown, and puts it on again. 


But I'll now 57 wear it, till thy blood be ſpilt. 
Alexandr 0, 
Vouchſafe, 55 dread ſovereign, to hear me ſpeak. 
FS ICerOys ; 
Away with .him—his ſight is ſecond hell: 
Keep him, till we determine of his death. 
If Balthazar be dead, he ſhall not live,— 


Villuppo, follow us for thy reward. [ Exit Viceroy, 


Villuppo. 
Thus have I, with an envious forged tale, 
Deceiv'd the king, betray'd mine enemy, 
And hope for guerdon of my villainy. 


SS haſt, 1623. 33. 56 thoughts, 1618. 23. 33+ 


$7 now I'll, 1618. 23. 33. 58 deare, 1618. 23. 33. 


f g 


[LZExti. 


Enter 


* % * 
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Enter Horatio and Belimperia. 1 
Belimberis. 
Signior Horatio, this is the place and hour 
Wherein I muſt intreat thee to relate 
The circumſtance of don Andrea's death, 
Who, living, was my garland's 59 ſweeteſt flower, 
And in his death hath buried my delights, 


atio. 
For love of him, and ſervice to yourſelf, 
6 J nill refuſe this heavy doleful ; 


Yet tears and ſighs, I fear, will hinder me. 
en both our armies were enjoin'd “ in fight, 

Your worthy cavalier amidſt the thickeſt, 
For glory's cauſe, ſtill aiming at the faireſt, 
Was at the laſt by young don Balthazar 
Encounter'd hand to hand: their fight was long; 
Their hearts were great ; their clamours menacing ; 
Their ſtrength alike ; their ſtrokes both dangerous: 
But wrathful Nemeſis, that wicked power, 
Envying at Andrea's praiſe and worth, 
Cut ſhort his life, to end his praiſe and worth: 
She, ſhe herſelf, diſguis'd in armour's maſk, 

As Pallas was before proud Pergamus) 

rought in a * freſh ſupply of halberdiers, 
Which paunch'd his horſe, and © ding'd him to the ground: 
Then young don Balthazar, with ruthleſs rage, 
Taking advantage of his foe's diſtreſs, 


59 chiefeſt, 1623. 33. 
60 I' not refuſe Ria doleful heavy, 1618. 23. 33. 
61 to, 1618. 23. 33. 62 à omitted, 1618. 423. 
63 ding d] i. e. threw him to the ground with force. As, in the 
Second Part of Antonio and Mellida, A. 4. 8. 3: | 
« Diftraught and raving, from a turret's top 
« He threw his body in the high ſwolne ſea, 
« And as he headlong topſie turvie ding d downe, 
« He ftill cry'd Mellida.” 
Naſh's Lenten Stuff, 1599 : * For, befides the loud bellowing prodi- 
« gious flaw of indignation, ſtirred up againſt me in my abſence and ex- 
« termination from the upper region of our celeſtial regimen, which hath 
© dung me in a manner down to the infernal bottom of deſolation, &c.“ 
Marſton's Satires, Sat. 5 : 
« Is ding'd to hell, and vulture eates his hart.“ 


I 3 Did 
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Did finiſh what his halberdiers begun, 
And left not till Andrea's life was done. 
Then, tho? too late, incens d with juſt remorſe, 
I, with my band, ſet forth _ the prince, 
And brought him priſoner. from his halberdiers. 
Belimperia. / 
Would thou hadſt ſlain him that “ fo flew my love !— 
But then, was don Andrea's carcaſe loſt ? 
p I Horatio. 
No, that was it for which I chiefly ſtrove, 
Nor ſtept I back till I recover'd him, | 
I took him up, and wound him in mine arms, 
And © welding him unto my private-tent, 
There laid him down, and dew'd him with my tears, 
And ſigh'd and forrow'd as became a friend: 
But neither friendly ſorrow ©*, fighs, nor tears, 
Could win pale death from his uſurped right. 
Vet this I did, and leſs I could not do, 
I faw him honour'd with due funeral: 
67 This ſcarf I pluck'd from off his lifeleſs arm, 
And wear it in remembrance of my friend, 
Belimperia. 
I know the ſcarf— would he had kept it ſtill! 
For, had he liv'd, he would have kept it ſtill, 
And worn it for his Belimperia's ſake: 
For *rwas my favour at his laſt depart, 
But now, wear os thou it, both for him and me; 
For, after him, thou haſt deſerv'd it beſt; 
And for thy kindneſs in his life and death, 
Be ſure, while Belimperia's lite endures, + 
She will be don Horatio's thankful friend, 


64 ſo omitted,1618. 23. 33. 15 | 
65 welding] Carrying or bearing. So, in Churchyard's Challenge, 
I 7 2 * bh i | | 
ves 1 Almes deeds are dead, and conſcience waxeth cold, 
« World ſcrats and ſcrapes, pluckes fleſh and fell from bone, 
« What cunning heads, and hands can catch in hold, 
„„ Thar covetous mindes, doth ſeeke to weld alone.“ 
66 ſorrowes, 1618. 23. 33. 67 This ſcarfe pluckt off from, 1618, 
23. 33. thou omitted, 1618. 23. 33. 


Horatio. 


3 
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And, madam, don Horatio will not ſlack 
Humbly to ſerve fair Belimperia. 
But now, if your liking ſtand thereto, 
T'll crave your pardon to go ſeek the prince, 
For ſo the duke your father gave me charge. 
Belimperia. 
Aye, go, Horatio, leave me here 


135 


For ſolitude beſt firs my cheerleſs mood. [Exit Horatio, 


Yet, what avails to wail Andrea's death, 

From whence Horatio proves my ſecond love ? 
Had he not lov'd Andrea as he did, 

He could not fit in Belimperia's thoughts. 

But how can lore find harbour in my breaſt, 
Till I revenge the death of my belov'd ? 

Yes, ſecond love ſhall further my revenge: 

I'll love Horatio, my Andrea's friend, 

The more to ſpight the prince that wrought his end. 
And where don Balthazar that ſlew my love, 
Himſelf now pleads for favour at my hands, 

He ſhall, in rigour of my juſt diſdain, 

Reap long repeatance ® for his murd'rous deed ; 
For what was't elſe but murd'rous cowardiſe, 

50 many to oppreſs one valiant knight, 
Without reſpect of honour in the fight? 

And here he comes that murder'd my delight. 


Entcr Lorenzo and Balthazar, 


Lorenzo, 
Siſter, what means this melancholy walk ? 
Belimperia. 
That for a while I wiſh no company. 
Lorenzo. 


But here the prince is come to viſit you, 
 Belimperia. 

That argues, that he lives?“ in liberty. 

| | Balthazar, 

No, madam, but in pleaſing ſervitude. 


69 of, 1618. 23. 33+ 70 at, 1681. 23. 33. 
: I 4 Beli 


elimperia, 
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Your priſon, then, ele) ) your ITY 


Aye, by conceit — is inthrall'd. 
Aer . 
Then with conceit enlarge yourſel 
* again. 


What if conceit have wa my heart to gage? 
Belimperia, 
Pay that you borrgw' „ and recover it. 
Balthazar, 
I die, if it return from whence 1 — lies. 
Belim 
A heartleſs man, and ?* live *ax IG 
— | 
Aye, lady, love can work ſuch miracles, 
Lorenzo. , 
Tuſh, tuſh, my lord, let g theſe 7* ambages, 
And in plain terms acquaint her with your love. 
Belimperi 28. 
What boots complaint, when there's no remedy ? 
Balthazar. 
Yes, to your gration, ſelf muſt I complain, 
In whoſe fair anſwer lies my remedy ; 
On whoſe perfection all my+houghts attend, 
On whole aſpect mine eyes find beauty's bower ; 
In whoſe. tranſlucent breaſt my heart is lodg'd, 
Belimperia. 
Alas, my lord, theſe are but words of courſe, 
And but 73 7 devies to drive me from this 


[She going in, lets fall ber glove, aubich Horatio, 


coming out, takes ap. 
| Horatid, 
Madam, your glove— 


77 lives! 1618. 23. 33. 
72 ambages,] So, in Wily beguilud, 1606: 
6s By Jeſus I cannot play the difſembler, 


% And wooe my love with courtly amba 
73 devis'd, 1618. 23. 33. N * 


Belimperia. 
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Thanks, good Horati Take it for th ins. 
8 | Angie 


. Signior Horatio ſtoop'd in happy time. 
Horatio. 

I reap'd more grace than I deſerv'd or hop'd. 

en xo. 

My lord, be not diſmay'd for what is paſt; 
You know that women ott are 74 humorous : 
Theſe clouds will overblow with little wind ; 
Let me alone, I'll ſcatter them myſelf. ' 
Mean while, let us deviſe to ſpend the time 
75 In ſome delightful ſports and revelling. 

atio. 

The king, my?“ lords, is coming hither ſtraight, 

To feaſt the Portingale ambaſſador. 
Things were in readineſs before I came. 
Balthazar. 
Then here it fits us to attend the king, 
To welcome hither our ambaſſador, 
And learn my father and my country's health. 


Enter the Banguet, Trumpets, King, and Ambaſſador. 


a King . 
See, lord Ambaſſador, how Spain intreats 
Their priſoner Balthazar, thy viceroy's ſon : 


74 humorous:) That is, act from caprice. So, in Ben Jonſon's Every 
Man out of his Humour, Introduction: © — when you come to plays, 
« be humorous, look with a good ſtarch'd face, and ruffle your brow 
« ike a new boot, laugh at nothing but your own jeſts, or elſe as the 
% noblemen laugh.“ 0 

Dekkar's Satiromaſtrix, 1600 : 

« .— all our underſtanding faculties 
« Sit there in their high court of parliament, 
% Enacting laws to ſway this humorous world, 
« This little iſle of man.” 
The Second Part of HewyIV. A. 4. S. 4: 
« being incens'd he's flint, 
« As humorous as winter and as ſudden“ 
See alſo Mr. Steevens's Note on the laſt paſſage, 
75 In ſome delightſome ſports and revellings, 1618. 23. 33. 
76 lord, 1618. 23. 33. 


—— 
» þ 
"Y 
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We pleaſure more in kindneſs than in wars. 
Ambaſſador. 
Sad is our king, and Portingale laments, 
Suppoling that don Balthazar is lain, 
Balibaxar. 
So am I ſlain by beauty's tyranny. 
You ſee, my lord, how Balthazar is flain, 
J frolick with the duke of Caſtile's ſon, 
Wrapt every hour in pleaſures of the court, 
And grac'd with tavours of his majeſty, 
Ag. 
Put off your greetings till our feaſt be done: 
Now come and ſit with us, and taſte our cheer. x 
[Sit to the banquet. 
Sit down, young prince, you are our ſecond gueſt: 
Brother, fit down, —and, nephew, take your place ;— — 
Signior Horatio, wait thou upon our cup, 3.2 
For well thou haſt deſerved to be honour'd. — 
Now lordlings fall to, Spain is Portingale, 


And Portingale is Spain; we both are friends; 


Tribute is paid, and we enjoy our right. 

But where is old Hieronimo, our marſhal ? 

He promis'd us, in honour of our gueſt, 

77 To grace our banquet with ſome pompous jeſt. 


Emer H ieronimo-with a drum, three knights, each his 'ſcutcheon : 
then he. fetches three kings, they take their crowns and them 


captive. 


Hieronimo, this maſk contents my eye, 
Aliho' I found not well the myſtery. 
Hieronimo, 
The firſt arm'd knight, that hung his *ſcutcheon up, 
[He takes the 'ſcutcheon, and gives it to the King. 
Was Engliſh Robert, Earl of Gloceſter, 
Who, when king Stephen bore ſway in Albion, 


77 To gue our banquet toit ſom: pompous jeſt.) To jeſt, is to play a 
part in a Maſque. See Dr. Farmer's Note on Xing Richard II. A. 1. S. 3: 
„As gentle and as jocund as to jeff,” | 


Arriv'd 
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Arriv'd with 7% five and twenty thouſand men 56 f 
In Portingale, and by ſucceſs of war 
Enforc'd the king, — but a Saracen, 
To bear the yoke of th' Engliſh monarchy. 
King, 


My lord of vhs, 594 by this you ſee, 


That which may comfort both your king and you, 
And make your late diſcomfort ſeem the leſs. — 


Bur ſay, Hieronimo, what was the next? ; : 
Hieronimo. 2 
The ſecond knight, that hung his ſcutcheon up, 
[He does as he did befor e. 


Was Edmund earl of Kent in Albion, 
When Engliſh Richard wore the diadem : ' 
He came likewiſe and razed Liſbon walls, 
And took the king of Portingale in fight ; 
For which, and other ſuch-like ſervice done, 
He after was created duke of York, 
King. 
This is another ſpecial 3 
That Portingale may deign to bear our yoke, 
When it by little England hath been yok'd.— 
But now, Hieronimo, what were the laſt ? 
Hier 011710, 
The third and laſt, not leaſt in our account, 
[ Doing as he did before. 
Was, as the reſt, a valiant Engliſhman, | 
Brave John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaſter, 
As by his ſcutcheon plainly may 7 aro 
He with a puiſſant army came to Spain, 
And took our king of Caſtile priſoner, 
| Embaſſador. 
This is an argument for our viceroy, 
That Spain may not inſult for her ſucceſs, 
Since Engliſh warriors likewiſe conquered Spain, 
And made them bow their knees to Albion, 
| King. 
Hieronimo, I drink to thee for this device, 
Which hath pleas'd both the embaſſador and me: 


78 five and omitted 1623, 33. 


Pledge 
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Pledge me, Hieronimo, if thou love the King. 


| | Takes the cup of Horatio, 
My lord, I fear we fit but over-long, 47 | 720 
"Unleſs our dainties were more delicate: 
But welcome are you to the beſt we have, 
Now let us in, that 79 you may be diſpatch'd; 
I think our council is already ſet. [Exeunt omnes. 
*, 0.0, 2 44 Jn | 
Come we for this from depth of under-ground, 
& Jo ſee him feaſt that gave me my death's wound? 
4 Theſe pleaſant fights are ſorrow to my ſoul ; 
Nothing but league, 1 and banqueting ? 
„ 
c Be ſtill, Andrea; ere we — from hence, 
& I'll turn their friendſhip into fell deſpight; 
« Tbeir love to mortal hate, their day to night; 
© Their hope into deſpair, their peace to war; 
Their joys to pain, their bliſs to miſery,” 


* 


—  —— — —  — — 


© 40+ ih 


Enter Lorenzo and Balthazar. 


| Lorenzo, © 

M Y lord, tho? Belimperia ſeem thus coy, 

Let reaſon hold you in your wonted joy: 
In time the ſavage bull ſuſtains the yoke ; 
In time all haggard hawks will ſtoop to lure ; 
In time ſmall wedges cleave the hardeſt oak; 
8 In time the flint is pierc'd with ſofteſt ſhower ; 
And ſhe in time will fall from her diſdain, 
And rue the ſufferance of your friendly pain. 

Balthazar, 

No, ſhe is wilder, and more hard withal, 
Than beaſt or bird, or tree, or ſtony wall: 


79 we, 1618. 23- 33- 80 In time the hardeſt flint, &c. 1618. 
83+ 33 81 rule, 1618, 23. 33- 


But 


* 
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But wherefore blot I Belimperia's name ? | £6 
It is my fault, not ſhe that merits blame. 
My feature is not to content her fight ; N an ; 
My words are rude, and work her no delight: 
The lines I fend her are but harſh and ill, 
Such as do drop from Pan and ** Marſia's quill. 
My preſents are not of ſufficient coſt, 
And being worthleſs, all my labour's loſt. 
83 Yet might ſhe love me for my valiancy: 
Aye, but that's ſlander'd by captivity. 
Yet might ſhe love me to content her fire: 
Aye, but her reaſon maſters “ his deſire. 
Yet might ſhe love me, as her brother's friend ; 
Aye, but her hopes aim at ſome other end. 

et might ſhe love me to up-rear her ſtate: 
Aye, but perhaps ſhe *5 hopes ſome nobler mate, 
Yet might ſhe love me as her beauty's thrall: 

Aye, but I fear ſhe cannot love at all. 

Lorenzo, 

My lord, for my ſake, leave theſe extaſies, 
And doubt not but we'll find ſome remedy. 
Some cauſe there is, that lets you not be lov'd ; 
Firſt that muſt needs be known, and then remov'd. 
What if my fiſter love ſome other knight? 

Balthazar. 
My ſummer's day will turn to winter's night. 
| Lorenzo. 

I have already found a ſtratagem, 
To ſound the bottom of this doubtful theme. 
My lord, for once you ſhall be rud'by me; 
Hinder me not, whate'er you hear or ſee: 
By force, or fair means, will I caſt about, 
To find the truth of all this queſtion out. 
Ho, Pedringano ! 


32 Marſes, 1618. 23. 33. : 
arſes, 1618. 23. 33. 
33 Yet might ſhe love me for my valiancy:] Theſe lines ſeem to be thoſe 
intended to bo 
See A. 3 8. : 
6 i inn, the emblem of my various thought, &c.” 
34 her, 1618. 23, 33. 85 loves, 1623. 33. 
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ridiculed by the Duke of Buckingham in The Rebearſal. \, | 
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Enter Pedringano. 
285 Pedringano. 
Seignor ! | 
| 1 Lorenxo. 
Fien que preſio. 
p he Peiedrisgano. a 
Hath your lordſhip any ſervice to command me? 
: 5 F Lor ENZO. : | 


Aye, Pedringano, ſervice of import; 
And, not to ſpend the time in trifling words, | 
Thus ſtands the caſe : It is not long, thou know'ſt, 
Since I did ſhield thee from my father's wrath, 
For thy conveyance in Andrea's love ; | 
For which thou wert adjudg'd to baniſhment : 
I ſtood betwixt thee and thy puniſhment. ( 
And fince thou know'ſt how I have favour'd thee, 
Now to theſe favours will I add reward, : 
Not with fair words, but ſtore of golden coin, 
And lands and ** living join'd with dignities, 
If thou but ſatisfy my juſt demand: 
Tell truth, and have me for thy laſting friend. 
+ "©; Pedringano. ' 
Whate'er it be your lordſhip ſhall demand, 
My bounden duty bids me tell the truth, 
If caſe * it lie in me to tell the truth. 
Lorenzo, 
Then, Pedringano, this is my demand : 
Whom loves my fiſter Belimperia ? 
For ſhe repoſeth all her truſt in thee; - 
Speak, man, and gain both friendſhip and reward: 
I mean, whom loves ſhe in Andrea's place ? 
Pedringano. 
Alas, my lord, ſince don Andrea's death, 
I have no credit with her as before; 
And therefore know not if ſne love or no. 
* Lorenzo, 
Nay if thou dally, then I am thy foe, {Draws his fevord. 
And tear ſhall force what friendſhip cannot win : | 
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Thy death ſhall bury what thy life conceals ; 
Thou dyeſt for more eſteeming her than me. 


Pedringano. 
Oh, ſtay, my lord. ; 
f h, and I guerdon thee, 
Yet ſ the truth, and I will on t 
And Aron from whatever can enſue, - 
And will conceal whate'er proceeds from thee, 
But, if thou dally once again, thou dyeit. \ 
edr ingano. 
If madam Belimperia be in love 
| Lorenzo, 
What, villain ! ifs and ands ? 
; Pedringano. 
Oh ſtay, my lord, ſhe ET wn ee [ Balthazar flarts back. 
| 20. a 
What don Horatio, our knight- marſhal's ſon ? 
Pedringano. 


| Lorenzo. © 
Now, ſay but how *® know'ſt thou he is her love, £2 
And thou ſhalt find me kind and liberal : 
Stand up, I ſay, and fearleſs tell the truth. 
Pedringano. 
She ſent him letters, which myſelf perus'd, 
Full fraught with lines, and arguments of love, 
Preferring him before prince Balthazar, 
| Lorenzo. 
39 gwear on this croſs, that what thou ſayeſt is true; 
And that thou wilt conceal what thou haſt told, 
\ Pear ingano, 
I ſwear to both, by him that made us all. 
Lorenzo. EY 
In r thine oath is true, here's thy reward: 
But, if I prove thee perjur'd and unjuſt, KEE 
This very ſword whereon thou took'ſt thine oath, 
Shall be the worker of thy tragedy. \ 


Even him, my lord. 
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What J have ſaid is true, and ſhall for me 
Be ſtill conceal'd from Belimperia: 
Beſides, your honour's liberality ird 
| Deſerves my duteous ſervice, even till death. 
: | ' Loreazo. | 
Let this be all that thou ſhalt do for me: 
Be watchful when, and where theſe lovers meet, 
And give me notice in ſome ſecret fort, - 
Pearingano. 
| . Lorenzo, 
Then ſhalt thou find that I am liberal: 
Thou know'ſt that I can more advance thy ſlate 
Than ſhe ; be therefore wiſe, and fail me not: 
Go and attend her, as thy cuſtom is, | | 
Leſt abſence make her think thou doſt amiſs. . [Exit Ped. 
Why ſo: tam armis, quam ingenio : d 
Where words prevail not, violence prevails; 
But gold doth _—_ than either of them . 
How likes prince Balthazar 9® this ſtratagem 
oy Balthazar. 
+ Both well and ill: it makes me glad and fad : 
Glad, that I know the hinderer of my love; 
Sad, that I fear ſhe hates me, whom I love; 
Glad, that I know on whom to be reveng'd ; 
Sad, that ſhe'll fly me if I take revenge; 
Yet muſt I take revenge, or die wyſcll, 
For love reſiſted grows impatient. 
I think Horatio be my deſtin'd plague : 
Firſt, in his hand he brandiſhed a ſword, 
And with that ſword he fiercely waged war, 
And in that war he gave me dang'rous wounds, 
And by thoſe wounds he. forced me to yield, 
And by my yielding I became his flave : 
Now in his mouth he carries plealing words, 
Which pleaſing words do harbour ſweet conceits ; 
Which ſweet conceits are lim'd with ſly deceits. 
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Which ſly deceits 92 ſmooth Belimperia's ears; 
And thro? her ears dive down into her heart, 
And in her heart 93 ſet hic, where I ſhould fand. 
Thus hath he ta'n my body by his force, - 
And now by flight would captivate my foul : 
But in his fall I'll tempt the deſtinies, | 
And either loſe my life, or win my love; 
Lorenzo, 


Let's go, my lord, “ your ſtaying ſtays revenge: ; 
Do you bat follow me, and N your love. 
Her favour muſt be won by his remove. LZExeunt. 


| Enter Horatio and Belimperia, 


| Horatio. 
Now, madam, fince by favour of your love, 
Our hidden ſmoak 1s turn'd to open flame, 
And that with looks and words we . our thoughts, 
(Two chief contents) where more cannot be had: 
Thus in the midſt of love's fair blandiſhments, 
Why ſhew you __ inward he ag | 
[Pedringano fhews 0 
placing — in ſecret. 


s * : 
ry # 


My heart, ſweet friend, is like a ſhip at ſea, 
She wiſheth port, where riding all at caſe 
She may repair what ſtormy times have worn; 
And, leaning on the ſhore, may ting with joy, 
That pleaſure follows pain, and bliſs, annay. 
Poſſeſſ ion of thy love is the only port, 
Wherein my heart, with fears and hopes long toſs'd, 
Each hour doth wiſh and long to make reſort, 
9 There to repair the joys that it hath loſt ; 
And, fitting ſafe, to fing 1 in Cupid's quire, 
That ſweeteſt bliſs, is crown of love's deſire. 
[Balthazar and Lorenzo 4. 
Falbaer. 
Oh ſleep mine eyes, ſee not * love profan 
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Be deaf mine cars, hear not my diſcontent ; | $7 

Die, heart, another joys what thou deſerv'ſt, | 
Loremes. 

| Watch till, mine eyes, to ſee this love disjoi 

RF 

Live heart, to joy at fond Horatio's fall. 

| Belimperia. 

Why ſtands Horatio ſpeechleſs all this while ? 

Horatio. | 


The leſs I (peak, the more I medirare 


But whereon doſt * how chiefly medicare ? 
Horatio, 
On dan and ſures to enſue. 
gers paſt, us 


On pleaſures pal and danger erde 
What dangers and what plaores bs thou men? 


Dangers GG of our love. 
Lorenzo. 


Dangers of death, but pleaſures none at all, 


Let dangers go, thy war ſh be with me : 
But ſuch a war, as breaks no bond of peace, 
Speak thou fair words, I'll eroſs them with fair words : 
Send thou ſweet looks, Il meet them with ſweet looks: 
Write loving lines, Pll anſwer loving lines: 
Give me a kiſs, I'll counter-check thy kiſs : 


Be this our warring peace, or peaceful war. 
Horatio, 


nds © 


But, gracious madam, then the field, 
Where trial of this war ſhall made. 
Baltharav. * 


Ambitious villain! how his boldneſs grows ! 
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Then e be thy father's pleaſant bow'r, the field 
Where firſt we vow'd a mutual amity; 4 
The court were dangerous, that place is ſaſe: 

101 Our hour ſhall be, when Veſper gins to riſe, 
That ſummons home 4 diſtreſstul travellers : 
There none ſhall hear us but the harmleſs birds ; 
Happily the gentle nightingale 

Shall carrol us aſieep ere we beware, 

And, finging with the prickle at her breaſt, 

Tell our delight and de mirihful dalliance : 

Till then each hour will ſeem a year and more, 
#1 | Horatio. 

But, honey ſweet, and honourable love, 
Return we now into your father's fight, 
Dangerous ſuſpicion waits on our delight. 
— — 

ye, danger mixed with jealous deipight 

Shall 84 loul into eternal ke > | [Excunt, 


Enter King of Spain, Portingate embaſſador, Don Cyprian, &c. 
King. 
Brother of Caſtile, to the prince's love 
What lays your daughter Belimp ria? 
Although ſhe coy it, as becomes her kind, 
And yet diſſemble that ſhe loves the prince 
I doubt not I, bat ſhe will ſtoop in time; 
And were ſhe troward, which ſhe will not be, 
Yet herein ſhall the follow my advice ; 
Which is to love him, or forego my love. 


ng. 
Then lord embaſſador of Portingale, 
Adviſe thy king to make this marriage up, I-71 
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For ſtrength'ning of our late - confirmed league; 
I know no better means to make us Ren. 
Her dowry ſhall be large and liberal; 
Beſides that ſhe is daughter and half heir 
Unto our brother here, don Cyprian, 
And (hall enjoy the moiety of his land, 
Ill grace her marriage with an uncle's gift: 
And this it is, (in caſe the match go forward) 
The tribute which you pay ſhall be releas'd : 
And it by Balthazar ſhe have a ſon, | 
He ſhall enjoy the kingdom after us, 

I'll make the motion to my i ſovereign liege, 
And work it, if my counſel may prevail. 


Do fo, my lord; and, if he give conſent, 
I hope his preſence here will honour us, 
In celebration of the nuptial day; 


And let s himſelf determine of the time. 


Embaſſador. 

WilPe pleaſe your grace command me aught beſide ? 

U * . 
Commend me to the king ; and fo farewell. 
But where's prince Balthazar, to take his leave ? 

Embaſſador. 

That is perform'd r my good-lord, 

„ 1 


Amongſt the reſt of what 3 have in charge, 
The prince's ranſom muſt not be forgot: 
That's none of mine, but his that took him priſoner; 
Aud well his torwardneſs deſerves reward: 


It was Horatio, our knight-marſhal's ſon. 


Embaſſador. 
Between us, there's a price already pitch'd, 
And ſhall be tent with all convenient ſpeed. 
King. | 
Then once again farewel, my lord, 
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Farewel, my lord of Calle, and the reſt. 


149 
{ Ext. 


Ag. 
Now, brother, you muſt take ſome little 7 pains, 


To win fair Belimperia from her will: | 
Young virgins muſt be ruled by their friends: 
The prince is amiable, and loves her well: 

If ſhe neglect him, and forego his love, 

She both will wrong her own eſtate and ours; 
Therefore, whiles I do entertain the prince 
With greateſt pleaſure *** that our court affords, 
Endeavour you to win your daughter's thought : 
If he give back, all this will come to nought. 


[ Exeunt.” 


Enter Horatio, Belimperia, and Pedringano. 


Horatio. 

Now that the night begins with ſable wings 
To over-cloud the Lrighinel of the ſun, | 
And that in darkneſs pleaſures may be done: 
Come, Belimperia, let us to the bower, 

And there in ſafety paſs a pleaſant hour. 
| Belimperia. 

I follow thee, my love, and will not back, 
Altho* my fainting heart controls my ſoul. 

Horatio, 
Why, make you doubt of Pedringano's faith ? 
Belimperia. 
No, he is as truſty as my ſecond ſelf.— 
Go, Pedringano, watch without the gate, 
And let us know if any make approach. 
Pedringano. 
Inſtead of watching, I'll deſerve more gold, 


By fetching Don Lorenzo to this match. [Exit Pedringano. 


Horatio. 
What means my love ? 
. ; , 1 "Belimper ia. 
I know not what myſelf: 
And yet my heart foretels me ſome miſchance. 
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8 And Luna hides herſelf to pleaſure us. 
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Sweet, ſay not ſo: fair fortune N tt 
And *® heav'rs have ſhut up to pleaſure us. 


eir winkling ſhine, | 


The ſtars, thou ſeeſt, hold back 


Belimteria. : 
Thou haſt prevail, Pl! co: quer my m'fdoubt, 
Ard in hy love and counſel drown my tear: 
I tear no more, love now is all my though:s, 
Why fit we not ? for pleaſure aſketh eaie. 
Horatio. 
The more thou fre within theſe leafy n 
The more will Flora deck it with her flowers. 
Belimperia. 
Aye, but if Flora ſpy Horatio bere, 
Her jealous eye will think I fit too near, 
Horatio, 
Hark, madam, how the birds“ record by aich 
For joy that Belimperia fis in fight, 
Bel:mperia, 
No, Cupid counterfeirs the nightingale, 
To frame tweet, mulick to Horario's tale. 
Horatio, 
If Cupid ſing, then Venus is not far: 
Aye, thou art Venus, or ſome tairer ſtar. 
elimperia, 
If I be, Vebus, thou muſt needs be Mara; 
And where Mars reigneth, there muſt needs be wan. 
Horatio. 
Then thus begin our wars ; put forth thy hand, 
That it may combat with « ruder hand. 
Belimperia, 
Set forth thy foot, to try the puſh of mine. 
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But firſt my looks fall combar againſt u. 


Then ward thyſelf, I darobls - te 
Thus I *** retort the dart thou threw'l at we · 


Nay, then to gain the glory of the field, 
* twining arms ſhall n 
4110. 


Nay, then mine arms are and ſtrong withall ; 
Thus elms by vines are 1 they fall. 


| eli . 
0 let me go, for in EET ones 
Now may'lt Son read, thar life in paſſion dies. 


Horatio. 


O ſtay a while, and I will die with thee, 


So ſhalt thou yield, and 5 conquer d me. 
e 


Who's there, Pedringano ? We are betray'd, 


Enter Lorenzo, Balthazar, Cerberine aud Pedringatio, A 
Lorenzo, 
My lord, away with her; * take her aſide 


0 fir, fordear ; your valour is already try'd.— | 
Quickly diſpatch, my maſters. [They bim in the arbout, 
Horatio. 


What, will ye murder me? 


Aye, thus, and thus ; theſe are he hls Of love. . 
[They a hin. - 

Belimperia. F 
O ſave bis life, and let rhe die for him : + IEF 


O ſave him, brother, ſave him, Balthazar ; 


I lov'd Horatio, but he lov'd not me, 
Balihaxzar, 


But Balthazar loves Belimperia. 


Pad 
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Altho? his life were **3 till ambitious, proud, 
Yet is he at the higheſt now he is dead. 
1 Bielinseris. 
Murder! murder! help, Hieronimo, help! 
Come, ſtop her mouth, away with her. Zxeuni. 
1 J * 0 
Enter Hieronimo in his ſhirt, &c, 
What “ outcries pluck me from my naked bed, 
And chill **5 my throbbing heart with trembling fear, 
Which never danger yet could daunt before? 
Who calls Hieronimo ? ſpeak—here I am. 
I did not flumber ; therefore *twas no dream. 
No, no, it was ſome woman cry'd for help; 
And here within “ls this garden did ſhe cry, 
And in this garden muſt f reſcue her. | 
But ſtay, what murderous ſpectacle is this! _ 
A man hang'd up, and all the murderers gone! 
And'in my bower, to lay the guilt on me ! 
This place was made for pleaſure, not for death. 
: EY 8 [ He cuts him down, 
| Thoſe garments that he wears I oft have ſeen: | 
Alas, it is Horatio, my ſweet Jon ! | 
Oh, no, but he 27 that whilome was my fon ! 
Oh, was it thou that call'dſt'me from my bed? 
Oh, ſpeak, if any ſpark of life remain: 
IT am thy father: who hath ſlain my fon ? 
What ſavage monſter, not of human kind, 
1:9 Hath here been glutted with thy harmleſs blood, 
And left thy bloody corpſe diſhonour'd here, 
For me, amidſt theſe dark and deathful ſhades, 
To drown thee with an ocean of my tears ? 
Oh, Heavens, why made you night to cover fin ? 
By day, this deed of darkneſs had not been. 
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Oh, Earth, why didſt thou not in time devour 
The **9 viled profaner of this ſacred bow'r ? 
O, poor Horatio! what hadſt thou miſdone, 
To leeſe thy life, ere life was new begun ? 
Oh, wicked butcher ! whatſoec er thou wert, 
How could'ſt thou ſtrangle virtue and deſert? 5 
Ah me! moſt wretched, that have loſt my joy, 
In lecfing my Horatio, my ſweet boy ! 


Enter Iſabella. 


W/abella. | 
My huſband's abſence makes my heart to throb j— 
Hierouimo! | . 
Hieronimo. 
Here, Iſabella, help me to lament, 
For ſighs are ſtopt, and all my tears are ſpent, 


4. 
What world of grief! my ſon Horatio! 
Oh, where's the author of this endleſs woe ? 
Hieronimo. 
To know the author were ſome caſe of grief, 
For in revenge my heart would find relief. 
Jabella. 
Then is he gone? and is my ſon gone too ? 
Oh guſh out tears, fountains and floods of tears: 
Blow fighs, and raiſe an everlaſting ſtorm, | 
For outrage fits our curſed wretchednelſs. 
120 Ab me ! Hieronimo, ſweet huſband, ſpeak! 
Hieronimo. 
He ſupp'd with us to-night, frolitk and merry, 
And ſaid, he would go vifit Balthazar, : 
At the duke's palace: there the prince dot . 
He had no cuſtom to ſtay out jo . * 
He may be in his chamber; ſome go ſe.— Roderigo, ho. 


| 
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Iſabella. | 
© Ab me, he raves! fevert Hieronimo ! [24 vl 
* : Hieronimo. | 
\ True, all Spain tales note of it, 
Beſides, be is ſo generally below d, 
. His majeffy the other day did grace hint 


i . waiting on his cus: theſe be favours, 
Which do affure me that he cannot be loug-liv/d. 


Sewveet Hieronimo ! 
1 wonder how this fellow got his cloaths : 
Sirrah, frrah, Fen rn of all: 
s, run to the duke of Gaffile's 
Zul bid my Jon Horatio to 2 
J and his mother have bad flrange dreams to-night : ; 


Do you bear me, fir ? 
: Jaques. 


Aye, fir 
1 | Micreaitns. 
Wl, fir, be gone—Pedbo, come Hitlur; 
Lu thou who this is? | ( 
Foto. | 
Too well, fr. \1 ] 
:Sicreninte-- , 
Too «ell! who? who i it poare, Nane 


Nay, bluſh not, man. 
Pedro, 
I is my lord Horatio. 
Hieronimo. 


Ha, ha, St. James; but this doth make ne laugh, 
T bat there are more deluded 4 — myſelf. 


Deluded! 4 ] 
| Hieronimo. 

Aye; I wvoul# have ſworn nhyjetf, within this hour, 
7 bat 5 had been my jon Horatio, | ] 


* ments are /o like ; ha, are they not great perſuaſions ? 
$47 /o , hey not gr perf 2 
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O, would to God it were not ſo / 
Hieronimo. 
Were not, 1/abella  doft thou dream it is 
Can thy ſoft bojom entertain a thought, 
That ſuch a black deed of miſchief ſhould be done | 
On one ſ pure and |; ys as our jou? 
Away, I am 


Dear Hieronino, 
Call a more ſerious eye upon oe wi | ) 
Weak apprehenfion gives bat weak belief: | t 


1 Fog W 

man t e 
1 J remember: — 
If it ſhould prove my ſon now after all, 
Say you, Jay you : light, lend me a taper; 


Let me look again. 
gh confufion, miſchief, torment, death, * bell, 
Drop all your ſtings at once in my cold 
That now is fliff with horror ; kill me a 
Be gracious to me, thou i night, | 
And drop this deed of murder down in me ; | | 


Gird in my <vaſte of grief with thy large darkneſs, 
Aud lit me not ſurvive to ſee the light, 
May put me in the mind 


Iſabella. 
O, fiveet Horatio! 1 fon! 


ieronimo. 
How ftrangely had I loft my 


way to gri 4 
Sweet lovely roſe, ill plack'd — — 
Pair worthy ſon, not conquer'd, but berray'd : 
Tl kiſs thee now, for words with tears are ſtaid. 
Tjabella. | | 
And I'll cloſe up the glaſſes of his fight, Fe 
For once theſe eyes were only my delight. | 


eronimo. 


Seeſt thou this hendbecchief beſmear'd with blood? ) 4 
It ſhall not 0 me, till I take revenge. | 
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Seeſt thou theſe wounds, that yet are bleeding freſh ? 
Pit not entomb them till I have * reveng d; 
Then will I joy amidſt my diſcontent ; 
Till chen, my ſorro never ſhall be ſpent, | 
| Iſabella. 
The heavens are juſt, murder cannot be hid: 
Time 1s the author both of truth and right, 
And time will bring this treachery to light. 
- © FHeronimo. 
Mean while, Iſabella, ceaſe thy plaints, 
Or at the leaſt, diſſemble them awhile : 
So ſhall we ſooner find the practice out, 
And learn by whom all this was brought about. 
Come, Habella, now let's take him vp, [ They take him up. 
And bear him in from out this curſed place : | 
Pi fay his dirge, ſinging fits not this caſe, 
O aliquis mihi quas pulchrum ver educat herbas, \, 
 [ Hieronimo ſets his breaſt unto his ſword. 
Miſceat, et ngſtro detur medicina dolori: Ss 
Aut fe qui faciunt annorum oblivia ſuccot, 
Pr abeat, ipſc metum magnum quæcunque per orbem, 
Gramina fol pulchras gecit lucis in oras, 7 
Ipſe bibam quicquid meditatur ſaga wenent, 
Ruicquid et irarum wiceca ntnia neftit. | 
Omnia perpetiar, lethum quogue dum ſemel omni t, 
Nofeer in extinfio moriatur fefore jenſus : 
Ergo tuos oculos nunquam, mea vita, videbo, 
Et tua perpetuus ſepeliavit lumina ſommus. 
Emoriar tecum fic, fic juvat ire ſub umbras. 
. Attamen adjifiam properato cedere letho, 
Ne mortem vinditta tuam tum nulla ſequatur. 
Here he throws it from him, and bears the body away. 
| Andrea | 
& Brought'(t thou me hither to increaſe my pain? 
„I look'd that Balthazar ſhould have been flain : 
&« But it's my friend Horatio that is flain : 
„And they abuſe fair Belimperia, 
„On whom I doated more than all the world, 
6 Becauſe ſhe lov'd me more than all world.” 


122 revenge, 1623, 33. 123 ſorrows, 1618. 23» 75 
| eee. 
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Revenge. | Fart $4 9:94 If 
& Thou talk'& of * harveſt, when the corn is green 
&« The end is **5 crown of every work well done. . 
The fickle comes vot till the corn be ripe. 
« Be ſtill; and ere I lead thee from this Place, 
« I'll ſhew thee Balthazar in heavy caſe.” 


* — 


A c 
Enter Viceroy of Portingak, Nobls, Alexandro, Villuppo. 
Viceroy, 


NFORTUNATE condition of great kings, 
Seated * amidſt ſo many helpleſs doubrs ! 
Firſt, we are plac'd upon extreameſt height, 
And oft ſupplanted with exceeding hate; 
But ever ſubje to the wheel of chance; 
And at our higheſt, never joy we fo, 
As we both doubt and dread our overthrow. 
So ſtriveth not the waves with ſundry winds, 
As fortune toileth in th' affairs of kings, 
That would be fear'd, yet fear to be belov'd, 
Sith fear, or love, to kings is flattery: 
For inſtance, lordlings, look upon your king, | 
By hate deprived of his deareſt fon ; LLP 
The only hope of our ſucceſſive *77 line. L 
Noble, 

I had not thought that Alexandro's heart 
Had been invenom'd with ſuch extream hate: 
But now I ſee, that words have ſeveral works, | 
And there's no credit in the countenance. 

Llluppo. 

No; for, my lord, had you beheld the train, 

That fained love had colout'd in his looks, 


124 the harveſt, 16183. 23. 33, 125 growne, 1618. 23. 33. 
126 among, 1623. 33+ 127 lives, 1618. 23-33 
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When he in camp conſorted Balthazar, 

Far nue inconſtant had you thought the ſun, 

That hourly-coaſts the center of the earth, pe SE 1 
c . e 

No more, Villuppo, thou haſt Ladd m— 

And with thy words thou flay* our wou thoughts: 

Nor ſhall 1 longer dally, with the world, | 

Procraſtinating — death: 

Go ſome of you and fetch the traitor forth, 

That, as he is condemned, he may die. 


IS Nobleman. 
In ſuch extreams, will nought but patience ſerve. - 
Ns Altzandro. 5 


But in extreams, what patience ſhall I uſe? 
Nor diſcontents it me 3 the world, 
Wich whom there nothing can prevail but wrong. 


Let hope the beſt. 


Tis heav'n is my hope ; 1 
As for the earth, it is too nuch * infect, 
To yield me hope 8 


5 | _ Ficeroy. 
. Why linger ye? bring forth that daring fiend, 
And lor bim die for . — deed. 
f Alexandro. 
Not that I fear the extremity of death, 
— nobles cannot ſtoop to ſervile fear) 
Do I O king thus di ſcontented live. 
But this, O this torments my labouring ſoul, 
That thus I die ſuſpected of a fin, 
Whereof, as heav'ns have known-my ſecret thoughts, 
So am I free from this ſuggeſtion. | 


* ——— 3 


ra infectea, 1618. 23. 33» 
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No more, I ſay; evi lie 
Bind him, and burn his body in thoſe flames. 


m.. 
That ſhall prefigure thoſe 1 | fot. 
. Sopaneh WO e 


My guiltleſs death will be aven 8 
On thee, Villuppo, that hath malie d thus; 
e 

iliuppo 

Nay, if thou menace me, 

I'll lend a hand to ſend thee to the lake, | 
Where thoſe thy words ſhall periſh with thy works: 
Injurious traitor, monſtrous homicide! 


Enter Embaſſador. 
Embaſſador, 
Stay, hold a while ; and here (with pardon of 
His majeſty) lay hands upon — a 


Viceroy. | 
Embaſſador, what — this ſudden entrance ? 
Know, “' ſovereign lord, A Balthazar doth live. 
ter 
What ſayeſt thou, liveth Balthazar our ſon ? 
Embaſſador. 
Your highneſs ſon, lord Balthazar, doth live, 
And, well intreated in the court of Spain, 
Humbly commends him to 2 majeſty : 
Theſe — beheld, and theſe my followers, 
With theſe the letters of the king's * commends, 


[Gives him detvens« | 


Sa] The fe here adopted was made by Mix. | 
ey. 


139 of, 1618. 23. 33. 
13t Know ſovereign I that—1618 


Know my ſoveraigne that 162 3. 33. 
132 commends, 1618. 23. 33. 
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© Are happy witneſs of his bi neſs? health. 
[The king looks on the letter, irre, 


Viceroy. 
Thy Jon doth live, your tribute is receiv d: 
Th peace is made, and we are ſatisfied : 
reft reſobve upon as things prapas d 
For both our honours, 4 th, benefit. 


Theſe are his highneſs' — 


[Gives him more 3 


Picerqy. 
Accurſed wretch, to intimate theſe ills 
inſt the life and reputation 
Of noble Alexandro !—Come, my lord, unbind him : 
Let him unbind thee, that is bound to death, 


To make a quital for thy diſcontent. [ "Y unbind him, 
Alexandro, 
Dread lord, in kindneſs you could do no leſs, 
Upon report of ſuch a damned fact : 


But, thus we fee our innocence hath ſav'd 
The hopeleſs life which thou, Villuppo, * 
By thy ſuggeſtions to have maſſacred. 
Ficeroy OY» 
Say, falſe Villuppo, wherefore didſt thou thus 
Falily betray lord Alexandro's life ? 
Him, whom thou know'ſt that no unkindneſs elſe, 
But even the ſlaughter of onr deareſt ſon, 
Could *33 once have mov'd us to have miſconceiv'd. 
Alexandro. 
. treacherous Villuppo, tell the king : 
Or wherein bath Alexandro us'd thee ill ? 
Villuppo. 
Rent with remembrance of id foul a deed, 
My“ “ guilty ſoul ſubmits me to thy doom: 
For, not for Alexandro's injuries, 
But for reward, and hope to be prefer'd, 
Thus haveI ſhameleſsly —. his life. 


133 Could never once mov'd—1633. 
134 guiltful, 1618. 23. 33. 7 | 
” tergy's 
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 Ficeroy. OE 
Which, villain, Galt be anions wich thy dah, 
And not ſo mean a torment as we here 
Devis'd for him, who thou ſaĩdſt flew our fon J 
But with the bitter'ſ torments and ex 
That may be yet invented for thine 
4 ya Wh . — 
Intreat me not, take the traitor hence; — [Exit Villuppo. 
And, Alexandro, let .us honour thee f 
With public notice of thy loyalty. 
= end thoſe things *35 articulated «8 
our great lord, the mighty king of Spain, 
We 2 counſel 1 3 | 
Come, Alexandro, keep us company. — [Exc 


Enter Hieronimo. 
Hieronimo, 
Oh eyes: no eyes, but fountains fraught with team: 
Oh life! no , but lively form of death: 
Oh world! no world, but maſs of public wrongs, 
Confus'd and fill'd with murder and miſdeeds. 
Oh, ſacred heav'ns ! if this unhallowed deed, | 
If this inhuman and barbarous attempt; 
If this incomparable murder thus i 1 | 
Of mine, but now no more my ſon, 
Shall unreveal'd, and — paſs ; 
How ſhould we term to be juſt, 
If you unjuſtly deal Lich thoſe tha in your juſtice truſt ? 
The night, ſad ſecretary to my moans, 
With direful vifions wakes my vexed foul, 
And with the wounds of my diſtreſsful ſon 
Solicits me for notice of his death. 
The ugly fiends do fally forth of hell, 
And frame my ſteps to unfrequented paths, 
35 And fear my — wich fierce inflamed thoughts.” SY 


135 articulated} i. e. exhibited 3 ” oo See Mr. Steevens's Note on 
the Firſt Part of Henry IV. A. f. 

136 And fear my 2 with fierce a thoughts.) The verb fear is 
eften uſed by our ancient writers in _ ſenſe of frigbten; or mate afraid. 

Vo. III. As, 
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The cloudy 2 * 237 diſcontents records, 
my dreams, 


Ad den ed wn % 25m | 925 
Eyes, life, world, heavns, hell, night, and day, N 4⁰ 
| See, ſearch, bew, ſend ſome man, | 
\ Some mean that | [4 letter follth 
What's here, a letter ? tuſh, it is not ſo: | 
A letter written to Hieronimo. [RA ink, 
For want of ink, receive this bloody curit; | A et! 
Me hath my 5 brother hid from thee : FRY 
oy — boy this 2 
For t ſe dere t mur t 
— — = 
And better far 
. miracle? 
My ſon ſlain by Lorenzo, and the prince 
What cauſe had they Horatio to — 


Or what might move thee, Belimperia, 
eie ene nn be bee the mean? 


Farly 


thou art betray d, 
_ incrp thy i this train is laid: 
Adviſ — rang | 


As, in Rogg Man in bis 3 A. 3. S. 7: 
— (he ſhall not go} I but fear the n 
Sejanus bis Fall, A. 4: 
2 His ſobtiley hath choſe this doubling line, 
To hold him even in: not ſo to fear him, 
« As wholly put him out, and yet give check 
« Unto his farther boldneſs.” 
Fair Quarrel, A. 2. 8. 1: 
Could but my ſoule reſolve my cauſe were juft, 
« Earth's mountaine, nor ſea's ſurge ſhould hide him ſrom mer. 
« F'ne to hell's threſhold would I follow him, 
« And ſee the ſlanderer in before I left him, 
« But as it is it feares me,” 
Euphues and bis England, p,123: © — nor the threatnings of kings 
& (which are perillous to a &. aver; nor the perſwaſions of Papiſts (Which 


c are honny to the mouth) could either fear hir, or allure hir, &c.“ 

The Curtain Drawer of the World, 1612, p. - 413 ; “ — if be ſhall fears 
6 us out of our wits with ſtrange words, &e.” 

137 diſcontent, 1618. 23. 33. 


This 


This is deviſed to endanger thee, | 
That thou, by this, Lorenzo ſhouldſt accuſe 2 
And he, for the diſhonour done, ſhould draw 
Thy life in queſtion, and thy name in hate, 
Dear was the life of my beloved fon, 

And of his death behooves me be reveng d: 
Then hazard not thine own, Hieronimo 

But live to effect thy reſolution. . 

I therefore will by ci try, ) 
What I can gather to confirm this writ ; 

And *® heark ning near the duke of Caſtile's houſe, * 
Cloſe, if I can, wih Beli we 91 
To liſten more; but nothing to 9 bewray. 


Enter Pedringano. 
nne 
ow ! | 
ory , Pedringano. 
Now, Hieronimo! | 
Fiiaron 
Where's thy lady? 
P, edringano, 
I know not: here's fy look. 55 
Enter Lorenzo. 
Lorenzo. : 
How now, who's this, Hieronimo ? 
ne; 
My lord. 
He aſketh ft — 
e or my . 
y peria 


What to do, Hieronimo ? the duke my father hath 
Upon ſome di a while remov'd her hence: 
But if be aught I may inform her of, | 
Tell me, Hieronimo, and I'll let her know it. | 


126 hearken, 1618. 23. 2: 


_ 139 bewrdy] bewray, wick at preſent has only a dirty meaning, ang 
_ 4 ed 40 betray, fo diſcover . Mr. Stexvens's Note on King Laar, 
3 3. 6. | 


L 2 Hieronimo, 


= | 7 * 
#4 
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Hieranimo. Mr 


Nay, m lord, I thank it hall no 
| Nay, nay, wy lod, I thank you, i nerd 


And her diſgrace. 3 O IR - 
. 1% Why {0 Hieroniho? uſe we. | 


Hieronimo. | 
Who you, my lord? | 
.. ͤ ———— 
This is a very toy, my lord, a 1 . 
e 


ee eee, e 


Laith, my lord, tis an idle thi e 
den too flach, too tardy, os oF mate — 


How now, Hieronio ? 


h, my lord, thi bi 

In trot it is a thi not ; 
fn *-- M 10 
4 thing of nothing, d. 


Why, then HRrewel. FREE 
Hieronimo. 


My grief no heart, my 2 no tongue can tell. [Exit 


Come hither, Pairing? . ſee'ſt thou this? 


ano, 
My lord, I ſee it, and ſuſpect it too. 
no. 
This is that damn'd villain, Serberine, 
That hath, I fear, reveal'd Horatio's death. 
ingano. 
My lord, he could not, twas ſo lately done; 
And fince, he hath not left my company. 


1 This ſrene likewiſe is rejeed by Mr, Hawkins 
Hieronimo ; 
!!!. e 
« I humbly thank your lordſhip.” T 

| +; Lorenzo. 
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Lorenzo. 
Admit be have not, his condition's ſuch, 
As fear or flattering words may make him falſe. 
I know his humour, and therewith repent 
That e er I us'd * in this enterpriſe, 
But, hea; t the worſt, 
And *cauſe ee ſecret as my foul, | 
Here, for thy — — 4 10 thou this, 
Give. dim ne got 
And hearken to me; *4* thus it is devis'd, - | 
This night thou muſt, (and Mar ſo reſolve) 
Meet Serberine at St. Lingis 
Thou know'ſt tis here — 4 by 1 bebine the wy 
There take thy ſtand, and ſee thou ſtrike him ſure ; | 
For die he muſt, if we do mean to live. 
Pedringano. 
But how ſhall Serberine be there, my lord ? 
Lorenzo. 


Let me alone, I'll ſend to him to meet 
The Prince and me, where thou muſt do this deed. 
Pei 
It ſhall be done, my lord, i it Ball be done; 
And Pll 2 him there. 
Lorenzo, 


When things ſhall alter, as I * they will 


Then ſhalt thou mount for this: thou know'ſt my mind. 
Che tt jeron ! [Exit Pedringano. 
Enter P ages 

Page. f 
My lord ! 
Lor enz. 


Go, firrah, to Serberine, and bid him forthwith 
Meet the prince and me at St. Lingis' park, 
Behind the houſe, this — boy. , 
ages 
I go, my lord. 


* 
* 


141 thee, 1623. 33s 142 tus it 18 diſguis'd, 1618. 23. 33 


* 


Lorenzo. | 
But, ſirrah, let the hour be eight a clock : 
Bid him not fail. | 
N Page. 


I fly, my lord. ö | 
1 0 | « Lorenzo, | 
Now to confirm the complot thou haſt caft, 
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lx. 


Ot all theſe practices, I'll ſpread the watch, 


Upon preciſe commandment from the king, 
Strongly to guard the place where Pedringang 
This night ſhall murder hapleſs Serberine, 

Thus muſt we work, that will avoid diſtruſt, 
Thus muſt we praQtiſe to prevent miſhap ; 

And thus one ill another muſt expulſe. | 
This fly, inquiry of Hieronimo | 

For Belimperia breeds ſuſpicion, 

And this ſuſpicion bodes a farther ill, 

As for myſelt, I know my ſecret fault, 

And ſo do they; but I have dealt for them: 
They that for coin their ſouls endangered, 

To fave my life, for coin ſhall venture theirs ; 
And better *tis that baſe companions die, 

Than by their life to hazard our good haps ; 
Nor ſhall they live, for me to fear their faith: 
I'll truit myſelf, myſelf ſhall.be my friend: 
For die they ſhall ; flaves are ordain'd 163 to no other end. 
: a 4 LExà, 


Enter Pedringano with a piftol, 
| Pedringano. 
Now, Pedringano, bid thy piſtol hold; 
And hold on, fortune, once more favour me, 
Give but ſucceſs to mine attempting ſpirit, 
And let me ſhift for taking of mine aim. 
Here is the gold, this is the gold propos'd, 
It is no dream that I adventure for, 
But Pedringano is poſſeſt thereof; 
And he that would not ſtrain his conſcience 
For him, that thus bis liberal purſe had ſtretcht, 


143 for, 1618, 23.33 
; Unworthy 
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Unworthy ſuch a favour may he fail; 
And wiſhing, want, when ſuch as I prevail: 


As for the fear of approbealion, 
I know, if need ſhould be, my noble lord 


Will ſtand between wy „ r lupe 
Beſides, this place 1s uſpect. 
Here therefore will I ſtay, and take my ſtand. 


Enter the Watch. 
Fin Watchman, | 
I wonder much to what — — 
That we are thus expreſsly charg d to watch. 5 
| Case Watchman, 
 'Tis by commandment in the king's own name. 
Third Watchman. 
But we were never wont to 745 watch and *45 ward 
So near the duke his % brother's houſe before. 
* Second Watchman, 
Content yourſelf, ſtand cloſe, there's ſomewhat in't. 


Enter Serberine. 


Serberine. 
Here, Serberine, attend and ſtay thy pace 
For here did don Lorenzo's page appoint, - 
That thou by his command fhouldſt meet with him: 


How fit a place, if one were ſo diſpos'd! 


Methinks this corner is to cloſe with one. 
Pedringano. 


Here comes the bird that I muſt ſeize upon: 
Now, Pedringano, or never, play the man. 


Serberine. 
I wonder that his lordſhip ſtays fo long, 
Or wherefore ſhould he ſend for me ſo late? 


144 ſuſpett] See Note 45 to Edward II. vol. II. p. 385. 

145 Lad and went, p Theſe are terms uſed — — modern 3s 
of parliament, for that compoſition which is paid in the City of London 
to excuſe the attendance which formerly every houſeholder was obliged 30 
give in perſan to watch in his reſpective ward. See Stow's Survey, vol. it. 
p- 393- Strype's Edition 1720; alſo vol. I. p. 108. 

149 nor, 1618. 23. 33. 

147 brother's 2. $618. 23. 33. 


4 Pedringano. 


* 
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Io edringano. = . 
For this, Serberine, and thou ſhalt ha't. CS ben the Day. 05 
3 my promiſe is perform d. | 
x The Watch. 
0 . Firft Watchman. 
Hark, an this is a piſtol ſhot, 
Second Watchman. 
And here's one ſlain; ſtay the murderer. 
Pedringano. . 
No by the ſorrows of the fouls iv hell, 
[He ffrives with the Wark, 
Who firſt lays hold on me, I'll be his prieſt, 
Third Watchman, 
Sirrah, confeſs, and therein play the prieſt; | 
Why haſt thou thus 82 kill'd the man? 
edringano | 
Why ? becauſe he walk'd abroad ſo late. 
. Third Watchman. 
Come, ſir, you had better our bed, 


Than have committed this miſt ſo late. 
Second Watchman, 


1 Come, to the marſhal's * with the murderer, 
Firſt Watchman. 
On to Hieronimo's : help me here 
To bring the murder d body with us too. 
Pedringano. 
Hieronimo 32 carry me before whom you will, 


148 Dag The ancient name for a pi//ol. So, in Arden of Feverſtam; 
dare abide the noiſe the fit will make. * 4 wo 


. 
* 
oF 


| 


A ey 
« T'll leave you and at your dag”s diſcharge.” 


Again, 
« My . was leavelled at his hart.“ 
ack Drum's Entertainment, 1616, A. 5: 
« With I Sir, yes Sir, and fo Sir, at each _ 
«© Whilſt he would ſbew me how to hold the da Ne, 
To draw the cock, to charge and ſet the flint.” 

Roger Aſcham's Works, gto. by Bennet, p.21: © The Prince yet 
te always bare hymſelfe ſo wiſely, that he could not without fome ſturre 
e be thruſt downe openly" and ridyngon his j — * was once ſhot 
« with a dagge ſecretly. 

1% marſhall, 1618. 23. 23.027 +75 250 Hieronimo, 1618, 2 
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Whate'er be be, II anſver him and you, 
And do your worſt, for I defy you all. * 

„ ſo ſoon 2 
How now, my lord, w 7 * | 


Fear of enti | our miſhaps too. late. 
WW: * ju rent a 
What miſchief is it that we not miſtruſt ? 


{ ills v leaſt ner, lord, 
Our greateſt ills we mi my 
And unexpected harms do hurt us moſt, | 
_ Balthazar. 

Why, tell me, don Lorenzo, tell me, man, 
If aught concerns our 8 your own ? 


7 
. = * 
* * 4 i # 


* 


15t Nor you, nor me, my lord, but both in one: 
For I ſuſpect, and the preſumption's great, 
That by thoſe baſe con federates in our fault, 
Touching the death of don Horatio, 
We are betray d to old Hieronimo. 
Balthazar. 
Betray'd, Lorenzo? tuſh ! it cannot be. 
if — 4 — the thought 
A guilty conſcience, u wit z 
Of — 4 evils, eaſily cannot err: 
I am perſuaded, and diſſuade me not, 
That all's revealed to Hieronimo, 
And therefore know, that I have caſt it thus. 


Enter Page. 
But here's the Page - How _ what news with the? 
Age. 
My lord, Serberine is ſlain. 
| | Balthazar, © 
Who, Serberine my man? 
| Page. | 
Your highneſs* man, my lord, 
: . Lorenzo. 


Speak, Page, who murdered him? 
151 Not, 1618. 23. 33 


Page. 


> 
7 . 
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He that is apprehended for the fact. 
| Lorenzo, 

Who ? 2 LE, 

Page. 


P : 
edringano. | 


2352 Js Serberine ſlain, that lov'd his lord ſo well? 
Injurious villain ! murderer of his friend 
| Lorenzo. | 

Hath Pedringano murdered Serberine ? 
My lord, let me intreat you to take the pains 
To exaſperate and haſten his revenge ; 
With your complaints unto my lord the king, 
This their diſſenſion 2 greater doubt. 

* hazar. L 


Aſſure thee, don Lorenzo, he ſhall die, 
Or elſe his highneſs hardly ſhall deny. 
Mean while I haſte the marſhal ſeſſions: 
For die he ſhall for this his damned deed. [Exit Balthazar, 
” Why fo, this fits our 88 ol 
Why ſo, this fits our former , 
And x do experience bids the — deal: 
I lay the plot, he proſecutes the point: 
I ſet the trap, he breaks the worthleſs twigs, 
And fees not that wherewith the bird was *53 lim'd. 
Thus hopeful men, that mean to hold their own, _ 
Muſt look like fowlers to their deareſt friends ; 
He runs to kill, whom I have“ holp to catch, 
And no man knows it was my reaching fetch. 
"Tis hard to truſt unto a multitude, + 
Or any one, in mine opinion, 
When men themſelves their ſecrets will reveal. 


152 J, Serberine, 1618. 23. 33. 
153 /im'd.] i. e. ſnared, or entamg led, as a bird with bird-lime. So, is 
Much ado about Nothing, A. 3. S. 1. 
She's limed, I warrant you; we have caught her, madam.” 
Arden of Fever/hom. 
„ once more 

« Lime well your twigs to catch this wary bird.“ 

154 hope, 1623. 33. 


Enter 
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Enter a Meſſenger with a ltr. 


. ; Page. 3 + "Cy. 8 nod = ; | 
My lord. ; PS * 7 | 
7 | * 4). 
What's he? Ml 
enger. 
I have a letter to your lordſhip. 
Lorenzo, 
From whence ? . 
' trom Podringuno, Qty inpattntds A 
M:ffenger. | * 
So, he is *55 in priſon then ? 


Meſenger. 
Lorenzo, 


Aye, my good lord. 


What would he with us ? 
He writes us here, To fand, good Lorenzo, and helþ bim in 
_ diftreſs,, &c. | 
Tell him, I have his letters, know his mind ; 
And what we may, let him aſſure him of. 8 
Fellow be gone, my boy ſhall follow thee. [ Exit Meſſenger. 
This works like wax ; yet once more try thy wits. 
Boy, go, convey this purſe to Pedringano, 
Thou know'ſt the priſon, cloſely give it him, 
And be advis'd that none be there about: 
Bid him be merry ſtill, but ſecret ; 
And though the marſhal '5* ſeſſions be to-day, 
Bid him not doubt of his delivery ; 
Tell him, his pardon is already ſign'd: 
And thereon bid him boldly be reſolv'd ; 
For were he ready to be turned off, 
(As 'tis my will the uttermoſt be try'd) 
Thou with his pardon ſhalt attend him ſtill: 


155 impriſon'd, 1618. 23. 33. 
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SG bew him this box, tell him his pardvyn's in't: 
| But open t not, and if thou lov'ſt thy life: 
Zut let him wiſely _— hopes unknown, 
- He ſhall not want whi ww. renzo lives: away. 
I * 78 : Tage. 
0 1 go, my lord, I run. Eo 
But, firrah, ſee that this be cleant done. 

Now ſtands our fortune on-a *57 tickle poiut, . 

And now or never end Lorenzo's doubts 

One only thing is uneffected yet, 
And that's to ſee the executioner, 

But to what end ? *] liſt not truſt the air 

With utterance of our pretence therein; 

For fear the privy whiſpering of the wind 

Convey our words amongſt unfriendly ears 
That he too . to advantages. 

Et quel che voglio, io neſſun lo ſa, | 
- Intendo io quel mi baſtara. 1 [Exit 


Enter Boy with the Bor. 


. "Ty Bay. 
2 Muy maſter hath forbidden me to look in this box; and by 
my * troth 'ris likely, if he had not warned me, I ſhould not 
+ have had ſo much idle time: for we menskind in our mi- 
nority are hke women in their uncertainty ; that they are moſt 
forbidden, they will ſooneſt N ſo I now. —By my 
2% hare honeſty, here's nothing but the bare empty box: were 
it not fin againſt ſecrecy, I would fay it were a piece of gentle- 
- man-like knavery. I muſt go to Pedringano, and tell him his 
pardon is in this box; nay, I would have (worn it, had I not 
ſeen the contrary, I cannot chuſe but ſmile, to think how the vil- 
lain will flout the gailows, ſcorn the audience, and deſcant on the 
hangman; and all preſuming of his pardon from hence. 
Will't not be an odd jeſt, for me to ſtand and grace every jeſt he 


I" 


[Exit Page, 


157 tickle] See Note to Cornelia, vol. II. p. 148. and Mr, Steevens's 
Note on the Second Part of Henry VI. A. 1. S. 1. 

153 T omitted, 1618, 23. 33. 159 honeſty, 1618. 23. 33- 
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makes, 


* 


nE SPANISH TRAGEDY: „ 


kes, inti finger at this box, as who 168 14 


ſhould jeſt himſelf to death? Alas ! pooi I am in 
a fort forry for thee ; but, if L ſhould be hang! with thee, 
cannot o weep | * 1 | 


Exter Hieronimo and the Deputy, 3 

us muſt we toil in men's extreams, 
That know not how to remedy our o.õe  / 
And do them juſtice, when unjuſtly we, 
For all our wrongs, can compaſs no redreſs, 
But ſhall I never live to ſee the day, . 
That I may come, by juſtice of the heav'ns, 
To know the cauſe, that may my cares allay ? * . 
This toils my body, this conſumeth age, 
That only I to all men juſt muſt be, 
And neither gods nor men be juſt to me. 


Worthy Hieronimo, your aſks 


A care to puniſh ſuch as do tranſgreſs, 


10. 


So is't my duty to his death, 
Who when he liv'd, deſerv'd my deareſt blood. 
But come, for that we came for : let's begin, 

For here lies that, which bids me to be gone. 


Bur Officers, Boy, and Pedringuno with 6 letter is bis hand, 


f Deputy. 
Bring forth a a5 ſet. 
ano. 
Gramercy : but it was time to come; 
For I had 2 to my lord anew, 
A nearer matter that concerneth him, 
For fear his lordſhip had forgotren me: 
But fith he hath remembered me fo well. 
Come, come, come on, when ſhall we to this gear? 


10 ſhould, 1618. 23. 33. 363 could not, 1618. 23. 33- 
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Stand forth, thou monſter, murderer of men, 
And here for ſatis faction of the world, ty | 
Conſeſs thy folly, and repent thy fault; | 
— ©" tion, 
*. [4 Agano, . 
This is ſhort work: well, to your marſhalſhip. 
Firſt, I confeſs, nor fear I death therefore, 
Jam the man, *twas I flew Serberine. 
But, fir, then you think this ſhall be the place, 


Where we ſhall ſatisfy you for this gear? 
1 . Deputy. 
Aye, Pedringano. _ | 
Now 269, I think not ſo. ö 7 
mo 


Peace, impudent; for thou ſhalt find it ſo: 
For blood with blood, ſhall (while I fit as judge) 
Be ſatisfied, and the law diſcharg d. 

And though myſelf cannot receive the like, 

Yet will I ſee that others have their right. 

| Diſpatch, the fault's approved, and conſeſt; 
* by our law, he is condemn'd to die. 


81 | Enjer Hangman. 


- 


. 


Come on, fir, are you ready ; 


| Pra 148 AN0, 
To do what? my fine officious knave. 


To go to this gear. ; 5 
O, fir, you are too forward ; thou wouldſt fain furniſh me 
ith a halter, to disfurnith me of my habit: 
9 — I ſhould go out of this gear my raiment, into that gear 
e rope: 
But, hangman, now I ſpy your knavery; I'll not c 
without — that's flat. oy 5 — ** 


| =o the, 1618. 23. 33- 2565 Ne, 1618. 23. 33- 
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* Indeed here's n remedy for that. 


= | Peuringano. 
How ? to be turn'd off? 


Ave, truly. Come, are you ready ? 
I pray you, fir, diſpatch, — goes away. wr” 


x gano. 
What, do you hang by the hour? if you do, 
I may chance to break your old cuſtom, 


Hangman. ; | 
Faith you have ** reaſon, for I am like to break your young 
Peart 


Doeſt thou mock me, hangman ? God I be not p 
ou , ha pre- 
ferv*d'to break your knave's pate for "go * 
| angman. | | 
Alas! fir, you are a foot too low to reach it: and I hope 
you will never grow ſo og, while I am in the office. 
edringano. 
Sirrah, doſt ſee yonder — with the box in his hand? 
an. 
What, he that points to it with his finger? : 
b Pedringano. 
Aye, that companion. 
' Hangman. 
I know him not, but what of him? 
Pedringano. - 
Doſt thou think to live till his old doublet will make thee a 
new truſs ? | | 


. 


166 my omitted, 1618, 23+ 33» I67 no reaſon, 1618. 23. 343- 
| Hangman, 
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A and many a fair ae torus up 6 
may, than either thou, or he. * 4 


|» EDA 
What hath be in his box, as thou aten? 

Hangman, to | 
Faith, I cannot tell, nor I care not greatly; | 
Hethinks, you ſhould ji — to your bur, health, 

ingano. 
Why, firrah hangman, I take it, that what is for the 

body, 0 likewiſe 1 far the ſoul: and it "maybe in in that 
box is balm for both. 12 


Well, thou art even the metrieſi piece of mans-fleſh that ever 
groan'd: at my office - door. 0 


. a knave's,name? 
Hangman. 
Aye, _ that ſhall all they witneſs that ſee you ſeal it with 


a thiet's name 
Pedringano. 
1 verde requeſt this been company to pray zer with me. 


Hangman. 

Are marry fir, this is a good motion—My maſters, you ſee 

here's a good fellow. oh 
| edringano, 

Nay,, nay, now I remember me, let them alone till ſome 
ether time ; for now I have no great need, 

.  Heeronimo. | 

3 have not ſeen a wretch ſo impudent. 

O monſtrous times! where murder's ſet ſo light, 
And where the ſoul, that ſhould be ſhrin'd in heaven, 
Solely delights in interdicted things, 
Still wandering in the thorny paſlages, 
That intercepts itſelf of ha happineſs. 

Murder, O bloody monſter ! God forbid 
A fault fo foul ſhould 'ſcape unpuniſh'd. 
Diſpatch, and ſee this o execution done: 
This makes me to remember thee, my ſon. [ Exit Hieronĩmo. 
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Nay, ſolt, no hifle, | 

m thy hou Li) eue, 

Why, 2 an ns. = | . rt 

As how ? 5 8 

Why, raſcal by my Why war 


fn on that? then ou ſhall of with chi. 
mY 5 e 


* ot * * 


8 
w 


| 


So, executioner=—Convey him bence ; 

Bur let his body be unburied: 

Letmot the earth be choaked of infect. . 
With that which e condemns, and men neglect. 


Enter Hieronimo. | 


Hieronimo. 


Where Wal 11 run, to breathe abroad my woes, 

My woes, whoſe weight hath wearied the earth ? 
Or mine exclaims, that have ſurcharg'd the air 
Wich ceaſeleſs plaints for my deceaſed ſon ? 

The bluſtering winds, conſpiring with my words, | 
At my lament, have mov'd the leafleſs trees, 4 
Diſrob'd the meadows of their flower d. green, * 
Made mountains marſh, with 4 fpring-tides of my — | 
And broken thro the brazen gates of hell. . 
Vet ſtill tormented is my tortur d foul N | 
Wich broken ſighs and reſtleſs paſſions, _—_ 
That winged mount, and, hovering im the air, N 
Beat 17 at the windows of the brighteſt heavens, 
Soliciting for juſtice and \ravenge:; _ 
But they are plac'd in thoſe imperial heights, "oF. 
+ Where, countermur'd with walls of | 


169 foring-tide, 1618. 23. 33 110 But 1618. 2 33. 
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I find the place impregnable, and they 

Reſiſt my woes, 2 my words no way, p 
Enter Hangman with @ letter, 


! 


O lord, fir, God bleſs you, i; the man, fir, Petergad, fir, 
he that was ſo full of corp” a9 ag 


eronmo. 4 
Well, what of him? 
O lord, fir, he went the wrong way—the fellow had a fair 


commiſſion to the contrary, Sir, here is his paſſport—1 
pray you, ir, we have done him wrong. 


| Hieronimo. 
I warrant thee, give it me. | 
You will ſtand between the gallows and me? + 
Hieronimo. | | 
Aye, aye. 
he Hangman. 
I thank your lord worſhip, [ Exit Hangman. 
ieroni mo. 


And yet, tho ſomewhat nearer me concerns, 
I will, to eaſe the grief that I ſuſtain, 
Take truce with ſorrow while I read on this. 


My lord, I write as my extremes require, 
That you would labour my delivery : 

« Tf you neęlict, my life is deſperate ; 

| 455 in — death, I ſhall _ the truth. 
You know, my lord, I flew him for your ſake, 
And was confederate with the prince and you; 
Won by rewards and hopeful promiſes, 
I help'd to murder don Horatio too. 


Holp he to murder mine Horatio? 

And actors in th' accurſed tragedy 

| Was't thou, Lorenzo, Balthazar and thou, 

Of whom my ſon, my ſon deſerv'd fo well? 

What have I heard? what have mine eyes beheld ? 
| O ſacred 
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O facred heavens ! may it come to-paſs 

That ſuch a monſtrous and deteſted deed, * 
So cloſely ſmother'd, and fo long conceal'd, 
Shall thus *7* by this be venged or reveal d? 
Now ſee I what I durſt not then ſuſpect, | 
That Belimperia's letter was not feign'd ; 

Nor feigned ſhe, tho? falſly ans þ have wrong'd 
Both her, myſelf, Horatio, themſelves. 
Now may I make compare "wixt her's and this, 
Of every accident I ne er could find 

Till now, and now I feelingly perceive 

They did what heaven unpuniſh'd 7 would not leave. 
O falſe Lorenzo! are theſe thy flattering looks? 
Is this the honour that thou didſt my ſon ? 
And, Balthazar, bane to thy ſoul and me, 

Was this the ranſom he reſerv'd thee *73 for? 
Woe to the cauſe of theſe conſtrained wars ! 
Woe to thy baſeneſs and captivity! ! 

Woe to thy birth, thy body, and thy ſoul, 

"Thy curſed father, and thy conquer'd ſelf ! 

And bann'd with bitter execrations be 

The day and place where he did pity thee ! 

But wherefore waſte I mine unfruitful words, 
When nought but blood will ſatisfy my woes? 

I will go plain me to my lord the king, 

And cry aloud for juſtice thro' the court, 
Wearing the flints with theſe my wither'd feet ; 
And either purchaſe juſtice by intreats, 

Or tire them all with my revenging threats, 


171 ſhall thus be this revenged, 1618. 
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" 


I find the place impregnable, and they 
Reſiſt my woes, ap: my words no way. 


Enter Hangman with 4 letter. 


| 


O lord, fir, God bleſs you, fir; the man, fir, Petergad, fir, 


= 


he that was ſo full of er conceits— 
Well, what of him? | 
O lord, fir, he went the wrong way—the fellow had a fair 


commiſſion to the. contrary, Sir, here is his paſſport—1 
pray you, fir, we have done him wrong. 


Hieronimo. 
I warrant thee, give it me. 4 
angman. 8 
You will ſtand between the gallows and me? 
| Hieronimo. | 5 
"Aye, aye. 
te Hangman. 
I thank your lord worſhip, [ Exit Hangman. 
feronimo. 


And yet, tho“ ſome what nearer me concerns, 
I will, to eaſe the grief that I ſuſtain, 
Take truce with ſorrow while I read on this. 


My lord, I write as my extremes require, 

That you would labour my delivery : 

« Tf you neglect, my life is deſperate ; 

; 222 — death, I ſhall — the truth. 
You know, my lord, I flew him for your ſake, 
And was confederate with the prince and you ; 
Won by rewards and hopeful promiſes, 

T help'd to murder don Horatio too. 


Holp he to murder mine Horatio? 

And actors in th' accurſed tragedy 

Was't thou, Lorenzo, Balthazar and thou, 

Of whom my ſon, my ſon deſerv'd ſo well? 
What have I heard? what have mine eyes beheld? 


O ſacred 
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O ſacred heavens ! may it come to-paſs 
That ſuch a monſtrous and deteſted deed, ' 
So cloſely ſmother'd, and ſo long conceal'd, 
Shall thus *7* by this be venged or reveal'd?. 
Now ſee I what I durſt not then ſuſpect, | 
That Belimperia's letter was not feign'd ; 
Nor feigned ſhe, tho falſly they have wrong d 
Both her, myſelf, Horatio, and themſelves. 
Now may I make compare twixt her's and this, 
Of every accident I ne'er could find 
Till now, and now I feelingly perceive 
They did what heaven unpuniſh'd *7* would not leave. 
O falſe Lorenzo! are theſe thy flattering looks ? 
Is this the honour that thou didſt my ſon ? 
And, Balthazar, bane to thy ſoul and me, 
Was this the ranſom he reſerv'd thee 7 for? 
Woe to the cauſe of theſe conſtrained wars ! 
Woe to thy baſeneſs and captivity! ! 
Woe to thy birth, thy body, and thy ſoul, 
Thy curſed father, and thy conquer d ſelf ! 
And bann'd with bitter execrations be 
The day and place where he did pity thee ! 
But wherefore waſte I mine unfruitful words, 
When nought but blood will ſatisfy my woes ? 
I will go *plain me to my lord the king, 
And cry aloud for juſtice thro! the court, 
Wearing the flints with theſe my wither'd feet ; 
And 4 purchaſe juſtice by intreats, 
Or tire them all with my revenging threats, 


17t ſhall thus be this revenged, 1618. 
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Back'd with a troop of fiery cherubims, 


ACT w., 
Enter Iſabella and her Maid, 


| i 


| "$4 
o 


So that you ſay-this herb will purge the * eye, | © 
And this the head—Ah, but none of them will purge the heart 
No, there's no medicine left for my diſeaſe, 

Nor any phyfick to recure the [ She runs lunatich. 
Horatio, O where's Horatio? | 
eee eee yourſelf 
madam, affright not thus 
With outrage for your fon Horatio, | 
He fleeps in quiet in the Elyſian fields. | 
Why, did I — and J 
did I not give gowns, goodly thin; 
* a whiſtle, and 47 whipſtalk too, N 
To be revenged on their villainies ? 


I 


Madam, theſe humours do torment my ſoul. 
| ES 3 l. 
My ſoul, poor ſoul— Thou talk'ſt of things 
Thou know'ſt not What My foul hath ſilver wings, 
That mount me up unto. the bigheſt heavens : 
To heaven, aye, there fits my Horatio, 


# 1 


7% Formerly this Play conſiſted only of four Acts. The diviſion of 
this act into two was made by Mr. Hawkins. 
175 eyes, 1618. 23. 33. 
176 whipfalk] or whipftock, probably © the handle of a whip, round 
& which a ſtrap of leather is uſually twiſted, and is ſometimes put for 
cc the _ itſelf.” So, in Pericles, A. 2: 
« For, by his ruſty outſide, he appears 
« To 'ave raftis'd more the wwhipflock than the launce.“ 
And, in Ben Jonſon's New Inz, A. 3. S. 1. 


Trundle ſays: 
I will ſtep aſide 


« Into the ſtables, and ſalute my mares.” 


To which Pierce replics : | 
« Yes, do, and ſleep with 'em, let him go baſe whipfoct.” 


Other examples are in Mr. Steevens's Note on Tweifth Night, A. 2. S. 3. 
| | | Dancing 


/ 
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Dancing about his newly-healed wounds, les 
Singing ſweer hymns, and chaunting heavenly notes; 
Rare harmony to greet his 77 innocence, 
That 178 died, aye died, a mirror in our days. 
But fay, where ſhall T fiad the men, the murderers, , 
That = Horatio? Whither ſhall I run, if 
To find them out, that murdered my ſon? [Exeunts 
Belimperia at @ window. 
Belimperia. | 
What means this outrage that is offer'd me ? 
Why am I thus ſequeſter'd from the court ? 
No notice! ſhall I not know the cauſe 
Ot the'e my ſecret and ſuſpicious ills ? 
Accurſed brother! unkind murderer! 
Why bend'ſt thou thus thy mind to martyr me? 
Hieronimo, why "79 writ I of thy wrongs? 
Or why art thou fo ſlack in thy revenge? 
Andrea, O Andrea! that thou ſaw'it 
Me, for thy friend Horatio, handled thus! 
And him tor me, thus cauſeleſs murdered ! 
Well, torce perforce, I muſt conſtrain myſelf 
To patience, and apply me to the time, 
Till hcaven, as I have hop'd, ſhall ſet me free, 


Enter Chriſtophel. 
| Chriftophel, 
Come, madam Belimperia, this *** may not be. ¶ Tau. 
Enter Lorenzo, Balthaza, and the Page, 
Lorenzo, 
Boy, talk no further Thus far things go well. 
Thou art aſſured that thou faw'ft him dead ? 
Page. Fe 
Or elſe, my lord, I live * | 


That's enough — 

As for his reſolution in his end, 
277 innocency, 1618. 23. 33+ 178 liv'd, 1618. 23. 33. 
279 rite, 1618. 23. 33. 0 muſt, 1618, 23. — _ 


M 3 Leave 
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Leave that to him with whom he ſojourns now. 
Here, take my ring, and give it Chriſto 
And bid him let my ſiſter be enlarg'd, wy 2 
And bring her hither ſtraight.— 11 [Exit Page, 
'This that I did was for a policy, | 1 
To ſmooth and keep the ns ſecret, 
Which, as a nine-days wonder, being o'er-blown, 
My gentle fiſter will I now enlarge. | 
Balthazar. 
And time, Lorenzo; for my lord the duke, 
You heard, enquired for her yeſter- night. 
remxo. 
Why, and my lord, I hope, you heard me ſay 
Sufficient reaſon —_— kept away ; 


But that's all one, My lord, you love her ? 
| Bal. hazar . 
Aye. / 
Lorenzo. 


Then in your love beware; deal cunningly ; 

Salve all ſuſpicions, only ſooth me up; 

And if ſhe hap to ſtand on terms with us, 

| As for her ſweet-heart, and concealment ſo, 

4 Jeſt with her gently : under feigned jeſt 

Are things conceal'd, that elſe would breed ** unreſt, 


But here ſhe comes, CS 
Enter Belimperia. 
| Lorenzo. 
Belimperia. 


Sifter ! no, thou art no brother, but an enemy, 
Elſe would'ſt thou not have us'd thy fiſter fo ; 
Firſt, to atfright me with thy weapons drawn, 


181 Exit. Page omitted, 1618. 23. 33. 
182 Unr/t.] Unreft, for diſquiet, is a word frequently uſed by the old 
writers. As, in Titus Andronicus, A. 2. S. 3: 
| And ſo repoſe ſweet gold, for their urg.“ 
| See Mr. Steevens's Note on this line. 
Again, p. 129: 
« Then reſt we here a while in our ume.” 


And 
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And with extremes abuſe my company ; _ 
And then to hurry me, like whirlwind's rage, 
Amidſt a crew of thy confederares, 
And clap me up where none might come at me ; 
Nor I at any, to m_ my wrongs. 
What madding fury 22 thy 285 wits ? 
Or wherein is't we 10 offended thee? 

( 

Adviſe you better, Beli mperia, 

For I bave done you no diſparagement ; 

Unleſs, by more diſcretion than deſerv'd, 

1 ſought to ſave your honour and mine own. 
Belimperia. 

Mine honour ! why, Lorenzo, wherein is't 
That I neglect my reputation ſo, 

As you or any need to reſcue it? 
Lorenzo, 

His highneſs, and my father, were reſolv'd 
To come confer with old Hieronimo, 
Concerning certain matters of eſtate, 

That by the viceroy was determin'd. 
Belimperia. 


And wherein was mine honour touch'd in that? 


Balthazar. 
Have patience, Belimperia, hear the reſt. 
Lorenzo. 


Me (next in fight) as meſſenger they ſent, 
To give him notice that they were fo nigh : 
Now when I came, conſorted with the prince, 
And, unexpected, in an arbour there, 

Found Belimperia with Horatio, 


B. Amperia. 


Lorenzo. 
Why then, remembering that old diſgrace 
Which you for don Andrea had endur'd, 
And now were likely longer to ſuſtain, 


By being found ſo meanly accompanied, 


How then ? 


183 wit, 1618. 23. 33» 
M 4 


Thought 


But, Belimperia, ſee the gentle prince, 
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"Thought rather, for I **+ knew no readier mean, 
To thruſt Horatio forth wy father's way. 


althazar. 


And carry you obſcurely ſamewhere elſe, 34 


Leſt that his highneſs ſhould have found you there. 
| Belimperia. 
Even ſo, my lord? and you are witneſs 
That this is true which he intreateth of ?— 
You, gentle brother, forg'd this for my ſake; + 
And you, my lord, were made his inſtrument : 
A work of worth, worthy the noting too! 
But what's the cauſe that you conceal'd me ſince? 
Lorenzo, 
Your melancholy, ſiſter, ſince the news 
Of your firſt favourire don Andrea's death, 
My father's old wrath hath exaſperate. 
Balthazar. 
And better was't for you, being in diſgrace, 


<A 


To abſent yourſelf, and give his fury place. 


elimperia. 
But why had I no notice of his ire? 
The Lorenzo, 
That were to add more fuel to ** your fire, 
Who burnt like tna, for Andrea's loſs. 
h | Belimperia. 
Hath not my father, then, enquir'd for me ? 
; enz0. 
Siſter, he hath, and thus excus'd I thee. 
[He whifpereth in her ear. 


Look on thy love, behold young Balthazar, 
Whoſe paſſions by thy preſence are increas'd ; 


And in whoſe melancholy thou may'ſt ſee 


Thy ds hate, his love, thy flight, bis following thee. 
Belimperia. 
Brother, you are become an orator, 
I know not I, by what experience, 


184 know, 1618. 23. 33. 185 the, 1618. 23. 33+ 
286 Thy hate is love, 1618. 


Too 
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Too politick for me, paſt all eompare, _ 

Since laſt I n re are 

The prince is meditating hig ings. 
Balthazar. 


Tis of thy beauty then, that conquers kings: 
Of thoſe thy treſſes, Ariadne's "5? twins, 
Wherewith my liberty thou haſt ſurpriz'd ; 

Of that thine 1vory front, my ſorrow's map, 
Wherein I ſee no haven to reſt my hope. 
1 Belimteria. 

To love and fear, and both at once, my lord, 
In my conceit, are things of more import 
Than women's wits are to be buſied with. 


| Balthazar. 
Tis I that love. 5 5 
elimperia, 
Whom ? po | 
Balthazar . 
Belimperia. : 7 
15 Belinper 
But I, that fear. | ; 
| Balthazar, 
Whom ? * 8 
Belimpe ria. a 
* Lorenzo, 
Fear yourſelf ? 
| | Belimperia. 
Aye, brother . | 
Lorenzo, 
How ? 
Belimperia. 


As thoſe that, *** what they love, are loath and fear to loſe, | 


Then, fair, let Balthazar your keeper be. 
: Baelimperia. 
159 No, Balthazar doth fear as well as we ; 


200 when, 1618. 33» 33s 
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49 No omitted, 1618. 23+ 33 
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Eff tremulo metui pavidum junxere timortm, 
Et vanum folide proditionis opus, IXxx. 
£120, ns, Do's fad; 
Nay, an' you argue things ſo cunning] 
We'll go continue this diſcourſe at 1 8 
Ba thazar, 
Led by the * load - ſtar of her heavenly looks, 
20 Wends s poor oppreſſed Balthazar, 
As o'er the mountains walks the wanderer, 


Uncertain to etſect his pilgrimage. {es 
Enter two Portugueſe, and Hieronimo meets them, | 
| . 7 or tugueſe, | 


By your leave, fir, 
192 Hieronimo. | 


"Ts neither as you think, nor as you think, 
Nor as you think: you're wide all— 
Theſe Slippers are not mine, they <vere my ſon Horatio' 5, 
My ſon! and what's a ſon? 
A thing begot within a pair of minutes, thereabout : 
A lump bred up in darkneſs, and doth ſerve 
To balance thoſe light creatures we call women, 
And. at the nine months end, e forth to light, 


What is there yet in a ſon, 
To make a father doat, rave, or run mad? 


Being born, it pouts, cries, and breeds teeth, 


190 3 So, in Shakſpeare's Midſummer's N; 257 s Dream, 
A. 1. S. 1: « happy fair! 
« Your eyes are lade-Hars. 
Upon this paſſage Dr. Johnſon obſerves, « This was a, compliment not 
4 unfrequent among the old poets. The lod:-flar is the leading or guid- 
« ing ſtar, that is, the Po/e-/ar, The magnet is, for the ſame reaſon, 
& called the /od:-fone, either beauſe it leads iron, or becauſe it guides 
i the ſailor. Milton has the ſame thought in L'Allegro: 
% Tow'rs and battlemens he fees 
“ Boſom'd high in tufted trees, 
« Where perhaps ſome beauty lies, 
The Cynoſure of neighb'ring eyes. 
& Davies calls Elizabeth“ lode-ſtone to hearts, and lode- ſtone to all eyes. 
See alſo Mr, Steevens's Note on the above paſſage. 
191 — See Note 16 to Tancred and Giſmunda, vol. II. p. 174. 
392 This ſpeech omitted alſo in the ſecond edition. 
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een 8 : 
Ve muſt be taught to ſpeak. at 21 
He, or. yet; awhy might 3 love a calf as well? 
Or melt in paſſion o'er a friſting kid, as for a ſon? 
Methinks a young bacon, 
Or a fine little ſmooth horſe-colt, 
Should move a man as much as doth a ſon ; 
For one of theſe, in very little time, 
Will grow to ſome good uſe ; whereas a ſon, 
The more he grows in flature and in years, 
The more unſquar'd, *93 unbeveled, he appears, 
Reckons his parents among the rank 6 
Strikes care *94 upon their heads with his mad riots, 
Makes them look old before they mect with age: 
This a ſon ; and what a loſs were this, conſider d truly? 
Oh, but my Horatio grew out of reach of thoſe 
Inſatiate humours ; be lov'd his loving parents: 
He was my comfort, and bis mother's joy, 
The very arm that did hold up our hoe, 
Our hopes were flored up in him, 
None but a damn'd murderer could hate him, 
He had not ſeen the back of nineteen years, 
WW hen his firong arm unhors'd the proud prince Balthazar; 
And his great mind, too full of honour, 
Took him us to mercy, that waliant but 
Mell, heaven is heaven flill! 
And there is Nemeſis, and furies, 
And things call'd whips, | 
And they ſometimes do meet with murderers : 
They do not always ſcape, that's ſome comfort. 
Aye, aye, aye, and then time fleals on, and fleals, and fleals, © 
Till violence leaps forth, like thunder : 
Wrapt in a ball of fire, 4-3 
And fo doth bring confuſion to them all, | 
Good leave have you : { pray you go, 
For Pl] leave off, if you can leave me ſo. 
ieronimo. 

Gond leave have you; nay, I pray you, go, 

For I'll leave you, if you can leave me fo, 


l unleavill'd, 1623. 33- 194 cares, 1623. 3, - 
mM or tug ue . 


ignoble Portingale, 
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2 Portugueſe. 
Pray you, which is the *9* next way to my lor te dune, 
Hieronimo, | 
The next way from me. 1 
| „ | 
To his houſe, we mean. —_ 
X Heieronimo. 
O, hard by; tis yon houſe that you ſee. 
2 Portugueſe. 
You could not tell us ii his — were there. 
Hieronimo. 
Who, my lord Lorenzo ? 
t Portugueſs. 
Aye, fir. [He gers in at one door, and comes out at another. 
Hieronimo. 


O forbear, for other talk tor us tar fitter were ; 
But if you be *9® importunate to know 
The way to him, and where to find him out, 


Then lift to me, and Vil reſolve your doubt; 
- There is a path upon your left-hand fide, 


That leadeth from a guilty conſcience 

Unto a foreſt of diſtruſt and fear, 

A darkiome place, and dangerous to paſs; 

There ſha'l you meet with melancholy thoughts, 
197 Whoſe baleful humours if you but uphold, 
It will conduct you to deſpair and death; 

Who! rocky cliffs when you hare once beheld, 
Within a hugy dale of laſting night, 

199 That kiadled with the world's iniquities, 
Doth caſt up filthy and deteſted fumes, 

Not far trom thence, where murderers have built 
An habitation for their curſed fouls, 


There in a brazen cauldron, fix'd by Jore 


In his fell wrath, upon a ſolphur flame, 
Yourſelves ſball find Lorenzo bathing him 
In boiling lead and blood of innocents, 


195 next omitted, 1618. 23. 33. 196 importune, 1618. 23- 
197 Whoſe paleful humours if you but behold, 1618. 23. 33+ 
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. . 90 a_ 1 SY YH e oc 28 Ved ed 2% vo 4 _ Y 


a. 


r 


THE SPANISH TRAGEDY, % 
1 Portugueſe, 


Hieronimo, 
Ha, ha, ha! Why ba, ha, ba? Farewcl, good ha, ha, ha. 
2 Portugueſe, jþ 
Doubtleſs this man is paſſing lunatick, 
Or imperfection of his age doth make him doat. ; 
Come, let's away, to ſeek my lord the duke. [ Exentt. 
Enter Hieronimo and 41 2g one hand, and a rope in the 
Hieronims, 


| Now, fir, perhaps I eome and ſee the king; 
The king ſees me, and fain would hear my ſuis, 
Why is not this a ſtrange and“ ſeld ſeen thing, 
That ſtanders- by with toys ſhould ſtrike me mute? 
Go to, I ſee theis ſhifts, and ſay no more. 
Hieronimo, 'tis time for thee to trudge: 
Down by the dale that flows with purple gore 
Standeth a fiery tow'r ; there ſits a judge 
Upon a ſeat of ſteel, and molten braſs, 
And "twixt his teeth he holds a fire-brand, 
That leads. unto the lake were hell doth ſtand: 
Away, Hieronimo, to him begone, 
He'll do thee juſtice for Horatio's death. 
Turn down this path, thou ſhalt be with him ſtraight ; 
Or this, and then thou need'ſt not take thy breath, 
This way, or that way: ſoft and fair, not ſo; 
For if I hang or kill myſelf, let's know, 
Who will revenge Horatio's murder then? 
No, no, fie, no; pardon, me, I'll none of that. 

[ He flings away the dagger and halter. 
This way T'll take, and this way comes the king. 

| He takes them up again. 

And here I ll have a fling at him, that's flat; | 
And, Balthazar, I'll be with thee to bring 
And thee, Lorenzo—here's the king, nay, ſtay ; * 
And here, aye here: there goes the hare away. | 


199 ſeld] See Note 7 to Cornelia, vol. II. p. 242. 
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Enter King, Embaſſador, Caſtile, and Lorenzo. 


* 1 ' 
Nou, ſhew the embaſſador, . "of our viceroy ſaith; | 
 Hath he receiv'd the articles we ſent ? | 
/ Hieronimo. 
Juſtice ! O juſtice to Hieronimo. 
| | Lorenzo, 
Back, ſeeſt thou not the king is buſy ? 
{0% Hieronimo. | 
O, is he ſo? 1 
| King. 
Who is he that interrupts our buſineſs ? 
IO * Hieroni mo. 
Not I: Hieronimo beware, 0 go by, X 
Emboſſader. 1 *. 
Renowned king, he hath receiv'd and read 
Thy kingly proffers, and thy promis'd league; ' 
And as a man extreamly over joy'd 
To hear his ſon ſo princely entertain'd, 
Whoſe death he had fo ſolemnly bewail'd ; 
This for thy farther ſatisfaction - 
And kingly love, he kindly lets thee know : 
Firſt, for the marriage of his princely ſon 
With Belimperia, thy beloved niece, 
The news are more delightful to his ſoul, 
Than myrrh or incenſe to th' offended heavens : - 


r Mi 


In perſon therefore will he come himſelf, 
To ſee the marriage rites folemniz'd, 
And in the preſence of the court of Spain 


To knit a ſure *** inextricable band 

Of kingly love, and everlaſting league, ; 
Betwixt the crowns of Spain and Portingale ; 
There will he give his crown to Balthazar, 
And make a queen of Belimperia. 


0 ed TT... 2s. 6. 


200 pg by, go by.] This line is ridiculed by Shakſpeare in the Induction 
to The Taming of the Shrew, and by other Poets of the times, 
201 jnexecrable, ſecond edition. 
inexplicable, 1618. 23+ 33 


King. 


" 2 . * p * * 
* 0 | 
bp 


THE SPANISH TRAGEDY.. agr | 


| King.. 
Brother, how like you this our viceroy's love? 
Caftile, | 

No doubt, my lord, it is an argument 
Of honourable care to keep his friend, 
And wond'rous zeal to Balthazar his ſon ; 
Nor am I leaſt indebted to his grace, 
That bends his liking to my daughter thus, 

; mbaſſador. 

Now laſt, dread lord, here hath his highneſs ſent, 
(Altho? he ſend not that his ſon return) 
His ranſom due to don Horatio. 


— — — — 
1 ——— ?a—ͤ—— — D — — — — — > a 
————— —— ͤ — — — 
— a 
— — —— 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Hieronimo. 

Horatio ! who calls Horatio ? 
King. | 
And well remember'd, thank his majeſty : 
Here, ſee it given to Horatio, 

Hieronimo. 

Juſtice ! O juſtice! juſtice ! gentle king. 
a ings 


Who is that, Hieronimo ? 
Hieronimo. 
Juſtice, O juſtice! O my ſon, my ſon! 
My fon, whom nought can ranſom or redeem, 
enxo. 
Hieronimo, you are not well advis'd. 
Hieronimo. 
Away, Lorenzo, hinder me no more, 
For thou haſt made me bankrupt of my bliſs; 
Give me my ſon, you ſhall not ranſom him. 
Away, I'll rip the bowels of the _— red | 
ggeth with hi dagger. 
And ferry over to the Elyſian 1 1. 
And bring my ſon to ſnew his deadly wounds. 
Stand from about me, I'll make a pick - ax of my poinard, 
And here ſurrender up my marſhalſhip; 8 
For I'll go marſhal up * the fiends in hell, 
To be avenged on you all for this, 


2092 my, 1618. 23. 33. 2 
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| What wing x 
Will none of you reſtrain his fury? 


1eronimo., 
Nay, foft and fair, you 


ſhall not need to ſtrive, 
Needs muſt he go that the devils drive. 


| King. 

| What accident hath 9? hape Fieronimo 2— 
I have not ſeen him to demean him ſo. 

lord, he i rm d 

M ious lord, he is with extreme pri 
Conchir'd of young Horatio his ſon, og 
And covetous of having to himſelf 
The ranſom of the young prince Balthazar, 


Diſtract, and in a manner lunatick. N 


King * 
Believe me, nephew, we are ſorry fort. 


- — — 


[Exit 


This is the love that fathers bear their ſons - 


But, gentle brother, go give to him this gold, 
The prince's ranſom ; let him have his due. 
For what he hath, Horatio ſhall not want, 
Haply Hieronimo hath need thereof, 
But if he be thus “ helpleſsly diſtract, 

Tis requiſite his office be refign'd,. 
And given to one of more * 

: | Ag. 

We ſhall increaſe his melancholy ſo, 

Tis beſt vs that we ſee farther in it firſt, 
Till when, ourſelf will exempt the place. 
And, brother, now bring in the embaſſador, 
Thar he may be a witneſs of the match, 
*Twixt Balthazar and Belimperia; 
And that we may prefix a certain time, 
Wherein the marriage ſhall be ſolemniz'd, 
That we may have thy lord the viceroy here, 


203 hapt to, 1618. 23. 33. 204 hapleſily, 1618. 23. 33. 
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Embaſſader. 
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Therein your highneſs highly ſhall content 
His majeſty; that longs to hear hence, 


On then, and hear 8 you lord embaſſador, [Excunts 
Enter Jaques and Pedro. 7 


J aques. 
I wonder, Pedro, why our maſter thus 
At midnight ſends us with our torches light, 
When man, and bird, and beaft, are all at reft 
Save thoſe that watch for * murder. 
| Pedro, 
O Faques, know thou that our maſter's mind 
I much *** diftraught fince his Horatio died. 
And now his aged years ſhould ſleep in rei, 
His heart in quiet, like a deſperate man, 
Grows lunatick and childiſh, for his fon : 
Sometimes as he doth at his table fit, 
He ſpeaks as if Horatio flood by bim. "2% 
Then flarting in a rage, falls on the earth, 
Cries out, Horatio! where A, Horatio ? 
So that <vith extream grief, and cutting ſorrow, 
There is not left in Mw inch . 
See, here he comes, 58 
Enter Hieronimo. 


Hieroni mo. 
1 pry thro? every crevice of each <vall, 
Look at each tree, and ſearch thro' every brake, 


206 your, 1618. 23. 33. 3 R BER 
297 This Scene printed in Italicks is rejected by Mr. Hawkins, for the 
ſame reaſons as the former. 
208 diftraught] Diftraught is diſtracted. So, in Jact Drum's Enters 
tainment, 1616, Sign. F | 
« Alas, kind youth, how came he thus diſtraught “ 
In the Second Part of Artonio and Mellida, A. 3. 9 : 
« Alas, my ſon's diſtraugbt. Sweet boy appeaſe 
« Thy mutining affections. 
Eupbuts and bis England, 41: © Iſfida ſo diſtraught of her wits, with 
©« theſe newes, fell into a frenſie.“ 


Vor. III, | N Beat 


| 
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| Beat on 5 rar . grand-dame earth,” 

Dive in the fare up to heaven : 

Ter cannot 1 behold my. ſon Horatio, 
How ru, who's —＋ ? print Prigbis ! 


— 


What make you with our . in the dark ? ; 


You bid us light them, and attend you here, 
Hieronimo. 
- Neo, no, you are deceiv/d, not J, you are decein/ ds 
Was 1 fo 3 bid you light your torches now ? 
Light ____ On por g 
When as the ſun- god rides in all his oy; 
Light me your torches then. K | 
Pedro. / 
Then we Burn day-light. 
1 
Let it 5 n night is a murd rous ſluts 
That would not have ber treaſons to be ſeen : 
And yonder pale-fac'd Hecate there, the moon, 
Doth give conſent to that is done in darkneſs : 
And all thoſe flars that gaze pon her face 
Are aglets on her ſleeve, pins on her train: © 
And thoſe that ps be and divine, 
Do fieep in darkneſs when they moſt ſhould ſhine. 


209 — burn day-light.] To burn day-light was a proverbial phraſe uſed 
when any a& was done which would be wholly uſeleſs. See Merry 
Wives of Windſor, A. 2. S. 1. and Romeo and Juliet, A. 1. S. 4. 
Again, in Churchyard's Worthineſs of Wales, p. 96. edit. 1776: 
« To Ludloe now my muſe muſt needes returne, 
« A ſeaſon ſhort no long diſcourſe doth crave : | 
« Tyme rouleth on, I doe but day-light burne, 
« And many things indeede to Joe 1 I have.” 
The Curtain Draxwer of the World, 1612, p. 46: © Oh thou invaluable 
4e jewell! how art thou in this age caſt upon the dunghill? how doſt 
te thou burne out thy day-ligbt to theſe thy regardleſs children?“ 
2 aglets] An aglet, Mr. Pope ſays, is the tag of a point. See 
Taming 25 the Shrew, A. 1. S. 2. This is alfo _ of the explanations 
in Barret's Alvearic, who alſo ſays, An aglet is jewwell in one's cap. 
gegmentum aureum. Monile ex auro vel gemmis c aſcctum. 


Pedro. 
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Provo them not, fair fir, with tempting uur, 

We heavens are gracious, and your miſeries and ſorrow 
Hieronimo. 

Nui / thou heft, and thou deft 

But tell me I am nad: thou heft, I am not mad: 

J know thee to be Pedro, and he Jaques; 

I'll prove it to thee ; and were I mad, how could f?? 

Where was ſhe the ſame night, auben my Horatio «vas murder*d? 

She ſhould have : fearch thou the book : | 

Had the moon ſhone in my boy's face, there was a kind of grace, 

That I know, nay I do know had the murd'rer ſeen him, 

His weapon would have fallen, and cut the earth, 2 

Had he been fram d of nought but blood and death : 

Alack, when miſchief doth it nut not what, 


What ſball we ſay to miſchief? 
| Eater Eau. 
Tfabella, 


Dear Hieronimo, come in a doors. 
O ſeek not means ſo to increaſe thy ſorrow. 
| IETONLMO, 
Indeed, Iſabella, wwe do nothing here; 
T do not cry, aſt Pedro and Faquts: 


FFP 


How ? be merry here, be merry here ? 
I; not this the place, and this the very tree, 
Where my Horatio died, where he was murder d? 
e . 
as, do not Bat: it out, | 
Thi aw the tes, Fe of nh, 25 
And when our hot Spain could not let it grow, | 
But that the infant anid the humant ſap 
Began to wither, duly twice a morning 
ould 1 be ſprinkling it with fountain water : 
6 and bore: 
n 


as 


Tull 


s THE SPANISH TRAGEDY. 


Til at length it grew a gallows, and did bear our ſon : 
{t bore thy fruit and mins: O wicked, wicked plant ! 


. | [One knocks within at the 
Ke vubo knocks there? N 
| Pedro, 
{t is a painter, fir. 
Hieronimo. 


Bid him come in, and paint ſome comfort, 
For ſurely there's none lies but painted comfort: 
Let him come in, one knows not what may chance: 
God's will that 7 ſhould et this tree, 


door. 


| 


But even ſo maſters, ungftateful ſervants, rear'd from nong bt, 


A then they hate them that did bring them up. 
Enter the P ainter. 
Painter. 
God bleſs _you, fir . ; 
þ Hieronimo. „ 


Wherefore ? <why, thou Main ! 
How, where, or by <vhat — Thebifs 


Iſabella. 
What would ſt thou have, good fellow ? 
ainter. 
Juſtice, madam. 
f | Hieronimo. 


O ambitious beggar, woll f thou bave that, 
That lives not in the world? | 
Why, all the undelved mines cannot buy 
As ounce of juſtice, tis a jewel fo ineſtimable. 
I tell thee, God hath engroſſed all juſtice in his hands, 
And there is none but what comes from him. 
Painter. 
O then I ſee, that God muſt right me for my murder d ſons 
| Hieronimo. 
How ! was thy ſon murder d? 
Painter. 
Av, fir, no man did hold a ſon ſo dear. 
5 ieronimo. 
What, not as thine? that's a he, 
As maſfy as the earth; T had a ſon, 
| 7 
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Whoſe leaft unvalued hair did weigh 
A thouſand of thy ſons ; and he was murder d. 
Painter, 
Alas, fir, I bad no more but be. 
Hieronimo. 


Like #wo ſhe lions reaved of their young, 
Go in a doors, I ſay. F 132 
[The painter and he fer down. 
Come, let's talk wiſely now, 
Was thy ſon murder d & 
Ps Painter, 
1 Hieronomo, 
S cvas mine. 


How doft thou take it ? art thou not ſometime mad ? 
1s there no tricks that come before thine eyes ? 


Painter, 
O bord, yes, fir. 
Hieronimo. 


Art a painter ? canſt paint me a tear, a wound? 
A groan, or a figh? canſt paint me ſuch a tree as this? 


Painter. 
Sir, I am ſure you have heard of my painting: 
My name's Bazar ao. 
Hieronimo. 


Bazardo ! "fore God an excellent fellow, Look you, fir, 
Do you ſte? Id have you, paint me my gallery, 
In your oil colours matted, aud draw me froe 
Years younger than I am: do you ſee, fir ? let five 
Years go: let them go like the marſhal of Spain, 
My wife Ifabella landing by me, 
With a ſpeaking look to my jon Horatio, 
Which ſhould intend to this, or ſome ſuch like purpoſe ; 
God bleſs thee, my fiveet ſon ; and my hand leaning upon, his head 
thus, fir ; do you ſee ? may it be done? 

N 3 Painter, 
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* 5 Painter. op 

em well, fir. 1 

N. FTE” | P 
TTT 5 
Canft paint a doleful cry? — 


er BE 

N, 5 it cry; I on. 

Well, paint me a youth run thro' and thro . 
With alda ſwords, hanging upon this tree. 


Cu thou draw a murderer ? 
Bs Painter. 


I'll warrant you, fir ; 
4. T have the pattern of the moſt notorious villains, 
** That ever bv'd in all Spain, | | 
Hieronimo. f 
O, let them be worſe, worſe : flretch thine art, 
"#22 Add let their beards be of Judas's own colour, 


2 Aud let their beards be of Judas: own colour,] It is obſerved, that 
27 in an age when but ſmall part of the nation could read, ideas were fre- 
vently borrowed from repreſentatios in painting or tapeſtry.” Leland, 
10 ki Collectanca, aſſerts, that painters conſtantly repreſented Juda: the 
traitor with a red bead. Dr. Plox's Oxfordſhire, p. 153. ſays the ſame. 
This conceit is thought to have ariſen in land rom our ancient grudge 
to the red-haired Danes. See the Notes * Mr. Steevens and Mr. Tollet 
to Merry Wives of Windſor, A. 1. S. 4: 
To the inſtances there produced may be added the following : : 
Middletcn's Chaſte Maid of Che feds, 1620: © What has he given 
cc her? what is it Go Gp? A fair high ſtanding cup, and the two great 
r ſpoons, one of them gilt. Sure that was Juda: with the red 


Beaumont and Fletcher's Sea Voyage p. 104: 
Methought a ſweet young man, 
« In years ſome twenty, with a downy chim, 
« Promiſing a future beard, and yet no red one, 
& Stole ſlily to my cabin all unbrac'd, 
& Took me in his arms, and kiſs'd me twenty times.“ 
Ram Alley, or Merry Tricks, edit. 1636, Sign. E 33 
« _——. Runne to the Counter 
&« Fetch me red-bearded Serjeant, ile make 
& You Captaine thinke the Devill of Hell is come, 
6 To fetch you, if he once * on you.“ 
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And let their eye-brows jetty over: in any cauſe objerve that ; "02 $5808 
n Some violent noiſe, 

Bri th in my ſhirt, and my gown under ny arm, - 

Vi. 3 e and wy ford read oh thus, 

And with theſe words : 


What noiſe is this? who calls HieronimoF . 
May it be done P FAS 
Painter. 
Yea, fire 


bs ts og ys 
| W, , 4 and * | 
8 wie fred Ae, Ne and 28 hair 22 


| 7 E bak ſeowl, make the moon dark, the flars ertinct, the 
winds Mowing, oh: bell ell the owls ſhrieking, the tauus croaks' 
ing, the minutes jarring, ehe clock firiking twebve, 
And then at laſt, fir, farting, behold a man hanging, and totfring,.. 
SEC GOO RY wave a man, and I with a trice to cut 
down 
And looking upon him by the advantage of my torch, find it to be 
1 0 FE 
There you may a t a paſſion, | 
Dares bh ol Prion of Fro, 8 INE a 
Crying the houſe is a fire, the bouk i is a fire, | 
And the torch over my head: make me curſe, | | 
Make me rave, make me cry, make me mad, 5 
Make me well again, make me curſe hell, 
Invocate, and in the end leave me 


In a trance, and ſo forth. 


And is this the end ? 
Hieronimo. 


O no, there is no end: the end is death and madneſ; ; | 
And I am never better than when I am mad; 
Then metbinks I am à brave fellow ; | 
Then I do wonders, but reaſon abuſeth me; 
And there's the torment, there's the hell: | 
At the laſt, fir, bring me to one of the murderers; 
Mere be as ftrong as Hector, thus would 1 


N 4 Tear 


Painter, 
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Tear and drag him up and bn. 
[He beats the Painter in, then comes out again, 
mith a book in his hand, 


S Vindiata mibi. 
Aye, heaven will be reyeng'd of every ill; 
Nor will they ſuffer murder un-repaid : 
Then ſtay, Hieronimo, attend their will, 
For mortal men may not appoint ?*2 their time. 
Per ſcelus ſemper tutum gft ſceleribus iter. 
Strike, and ſtrike home, where wrong is offer'd thee ; - 
For evils unto ills conductors: be, | | 
And death's the worſt of reſolution ; 
Por he that thinks with patience to contend, 
TJ 0o quiet life, his life ſhall eafily end. 
Fata fi miſeros juvant, habes ſalutem; 
Fata fi vitam negant, habes ſepulchrum, 
If deſtiny thy miſeries do eaſe, | 
"5" Then haſt thou health, and happy ſhalt thou be. 
+ Tf deſtiny deny thee life, Hierovimo, 
Yet ?*3 ſhalt thou be aſſured of a tomb; 
If neither; yet let this thy comfort be, 
Heaven covereth him that hath no burial. 
And, to conclude, I will revenge his death : 
But how ? not as the vulgar wits of men, 
With open, but inevitable iJls, 
As by a ſecret, yet a certain mean, 
Which under kindſhip will be cloaked beſt, 
Wiſe men will take their opportunity, 
Cloſely, and ſafely, fitting things to time. 
But in extreams advantage hath no time : 
And therefore all times fit not for revenge. 
Thus therefore will I reſt me in unreſt, 
Diflembling quiet in unquietneſs ; 
Not ſeeming that I know their villainies, 
That my ſimplicity may make them think, 
That ignorantly I wall let 2 all ſlip; 


212 a time, 1618. 23. 33. 213 thou ſhalt, 1623. 33. 
214 it, 1618. 23. 33. * e 
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For ignorance I wot, and well they know. 
— malorum mors ah 0 
Nor aught avails it me to'menace them, 
Who, as a wintry ſtorm upon a plain, 
Will bear me down with their nobility. 
No, no, Hieronimo, thou muſt enjoin 
Thine to obſervation, and thy tongue 
To milder ſpeeches than thy ſpirit affords **5, * 
Thy heart to patience, and thy hands to reſt, 
Thy cap to courteſy, and thy knee to bow, | 
Till to revenge thou know, when, where, and how. 


A | 
How now ! what noiſe ? what coil is that you * 0 


Enter a Servant. | _— 
Servant. — * 
Here are a *** fort of poor petitioners, EV my 
That are importunate ; and it ſhall pleaſe you, fir, 
That you ſhould plead their */ cafes to the king. 5 
Hieronimo. 


That I ſhould plead their ſeveral actions? 
Why let them enter, and let me ſee them. 


Enter three Citizens and gn old Man, | 
1 Citizen. T 
So, I tell you this, for learning, and for law, | 
There's not any advocate in Spain ; 
That can prevail, or will take half the pain, 
That he will, in purſuit of equity. 
Hieronimo, 
Come near, you men that thus importune me 
(Now muſt I bear a face of gravity) 
For *** thus I uſed before my marſhalſhip, 
To plead in cauſes as Corrigidor,,- 
Come on, firs, what's the matter ? | 


215 ſpirits affoord. 1618. 23. 33. | - 

826 2 See Note to Gammer Gurton's Needle, vol. II. 

217 cauſes, 1623. 33. 218 this, 1618. 23. 33. 
| 2 Citizen, 


2 * . . 


* 
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\ 


Sir, an action. 3 
Of battery? 0 
f | 1 Citizen, 
Mine of debt. 1 | 
Ry Heeronims. | #2; 
Give place. | 
| ” 2 Citizen, | n 
No, fir, mine is an action of the caſe. We 
* Citizen, 
Mine an  Ejettione firma by leaſe. 
Hieronimo, f 


Content you, firs, are you determin'd 
That I ſhould plead your ſeveral actions? 


I Citizen. 
Aye, fir, and here's my declaration, 
| 2 Ciizen, © * 
And here is my band. A 
| Citizen, 
And here is my leaſe. [ They give him papers, 
| Hieronimo, habe 


But wherefore ſtands 2 yon filly man fo mute, 
With mournful eyes and hands to heaven uprear'd ?— 
Come hither, father, let me know thy cauſe, 

Sener. 

O, worthy fir, my cauſe but ſlightly known, 

May move the hearts of warlike Myrmidons, * 


219 band) This was altered to boyd in the former edition. Band 
was, however, the manner in which the word was formerly written, and 
I imagine pronounced. See ſeveral inftances in Mr. Steevens's Note on 
The _— Errors, A. 4. S. 2: 

Again, Churchyard's Challenge, p. 152: 

« Since faith could get no credit at his hand, 
« I ſent him word to come, and ſue my has 1 
Beaumont and Fletcher's Noble Gentleman, vol. VIII. edit. 1778, p. 389. 
Take up at any uſe; give my or land, 
&« Or mighty ſtatutes.“ 
220 ſtand you, 1618. 23. 33- 


And 


4, TT 
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And melt the ** corfck rocks with , rum fi tans, * 


Hieronimo, 


* p 


Say, father, tell me what's thy fall? 
Jener. 


g. —% 


No, fir ; could my woes 
Give way unto my moſt diſtreſsful words, 
Then ſhould I not in paper (as you ſee) 
With ink WW began in me. 
Hierami mo. 


es here ? The bumble , 


* fi — Oh E 1 
o, ſir, it was my m 8. 
Oh my fon, oh my ſon Horatio ! mY 
But mine, or thine, Bazulto, be content, 
Here take my handkerchief, and wipe thine eyes, 
Whiles wretched I in thy miſhaps may ſee 
The lively pourtrait of my dying ſelf. - 
He dratuetb out a bloody nalpin. 
O no, not this, Horatio, this was thine : 1 
And when I dy'd i it in thy deareſt blood, | 
This was a token twixt thy foul and me, 2 1 
That of thy death Wege I ſhould be. 'F 
But here, take this, and this—what, my purſe ? 
Aye this, and that, and all of them are thine: 
For all as one are our extremities, 
1 Citizen. 
Oh, ſee the kindneſs of Hieronimo! 
2 Citizes. 
This gentleneſs ſhews him a gentleman. 
Hieronimo. F | 
See, ſee, oh ſee thy ſhame, Hieronimo ; * | 
See here a loving father to his fon'; 1 


221 corfick] The Gloſſary to Gawin Douglas's Virgil, explains the | 
word corſſy to be big-bodied ; ar/ick is therefore rw ms great. In © 
Churchyard's Challenge, p. 37. we have the fu carmie for- 
ſwelling, protuberances. ' 

« And cor mies roſe, that mate a running ſore.” 

222 xueful, 1618. 23. 33. 


4 Behold 


. 
8 
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Behold the ſorrows and the ſad laments, 
That he delivereth 23 for his ſon's deceaſe. 
If * love's effects ſo ſtrive in leſſer things, 
. If love enforce ſuch moods in meaner wats, 

If love **5 expreſs ſuch power in poor eſtates : 
Hieronimo, when as'a raging fea, 

Toſt with the wind and tide, o'erturneth then 
The upper billows, courſe of waves to keep, 
Whiltt lefler waters labour in the deep: 

Then ſhameſt thou not, Hieronimo, to neglect 
The ***® ſiveet revenge of thy Horatio? 

Though on this earth juſtice will not be found, 
I'll down to hell, and in this paſſion | 
Knock at the diſmal gates of 7 uto's court, 
Getting by force (as once Alcides did) ** f 
A troop of furies, and tormenting hays, 

To torture don Lorenzo and the reſt, 

Yet leſt the triple headed porter ſhould 

Deny my paſſage to the ſlimy ſtrond, 

The Thracian poet thou ſhalt counterfeit ;— 
Come on, old father, be my Orpheus; 

And if thou **9.can'ſt no notes upon the harp, 
Then ſound the burden of thy ſore heart's grief 
Till we do gain, that Proſerpine may grant 
Revenge on them that myrdered my ſon. 

Then will 1 rend and tear them thus, and thus, 
Shivering their limbs in pieces with wy teeth. 


1 Citizen. 
„„ 


= Save wy bond, 
Enter Hieronima, 


[ Tears the papers, 
| o fir, my declaration! [Exit Hieronimo, and they after. 


3 Citizen, | 
Save my bond. 
223 delivered, 1618. 23. 33. 224 love, 1618. 
225 enforce, 1618. 23. 33. 226 ſwift, 1618. 23. 33. 
227 did omitted, 1618. 223 gx omitted, 1618. 23. 33. 


229 can'ft no notes} i. e. ſays Mr. Hawkins, © underſtandeſt not, haſt 


& no knowledge of, or power in.” So, Spenſer and others. 


2 Citizen, 
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2 Citizen, | "8 

Alas! my leaſe, it coſt tne ten pound, 

And you, my tord, have torn the fame, 
That cannot be, I gave * it never a wound; 

Shew me one drop of blood fallen from the ſame: 

How is it poſſible I ſhould flay it then? 

Tuſh, no, run after, catch me if you can. | 

| [Exeunt all but the old man, 


Bazulto remains till Hieronimo enters in, who no bim is | 
the face ddd, BOY 


E Hieronimo, 

And art thou come, Horatio, from the depth, 
To aſk for juſtice in this upper earth, 
To tell thy father thou art unreveny'd, 
To wring more tears from Iſabella's eyes, 
Whoſe lights are dimn'd with overlong laments 7 
Go back, my ſon, complain to Eacus, 
For here's no juſtice ; gentle boy, be gone, 
For juſtice is exiled from the earth : 
Hieronimo will bear thee company; 
Thy mother cries on righteous Rhadamant, 
For juſt revenge againſt the murderers. 

Bazullo. | 
Alas, my lord, whence ſprings this troubled ſpeech ? 
ieronimo. 

But let me look on my Horatio. 
Sweet boy, 2357 how art 5 thou chang'd in death's black ſhade ! 
Had Proſerpine no pity on thy youth, 
But ſuffer'd thy fair crimſon-colour'd ſpring, 
With withered winter to be blaſted thus ? 
Horatio, *33 thou art older than thy father : 
Ah,. ruthleſs Fate! that favour thus transforms ! 

| Bazulto, | 
Ah, my good lord, I am not your young ſon. 


230 them, 1618. 23. 33. 231 how omitted, 1618. 
272 thou art, 1623. 33+ 233 older, 1618. 23. 33. 23 
cronuims. 


' 
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Hieroximo. 
What, not my ſon ? 234 thou then a fury art, 70 
Sent from the empty kingdom of black night, 
8 To ſummon me to make appearance | 
Before grim Minos and juſt Rhadamant, 


To Hieronimo' that is remiſs, 
ſeeks not CRM for + Ma s death, 


I am a grieved man and not a ghoſt, 
That came for juſtice for my murder'd ſon. 
teronims. 
Aye, now I know thee, now thou nam'ſt thy ſon: 
Thou art the lively image of my grief, 
| Within thy face, my ſorrows I may ſee: 
2p eyes to Ws nd with tears, thy cheeks are wan, 
Thy forehead troubled, and thy muttering * 
Murmur ſad words abruptly broken off, 
By force of windy ſighs thy ſpirit breathes, 
And all this | rad riſeth tor thy ſon: 
And ſelf-ſame ſorrow. feel I for my ſon. 
Come in, old man, thou ſhalt- to ſabel: 
Lean on my arm: I thee, thou me ſhalt ſtay, 
And thou and I and ſhe will ſing a ſong; 
Three parts in one, but all of diſcords | md: p 
Talk not of cords, but let us now be gone, 
For with a cord Horatio was flain. [ Exeunt. 


Enter king of Spain, the Duke, Viceroy and Lorenzo, Balthazar, 
as * Don Pedro, and Belimperia. 


Go, brother, tis the duke of Sage cauſe; 
Salute the Viceroy in our name. 
1 | p11 
_ h, don Pedro, f Fes: oo, nephew? 
o fort ro, for th s fa 
And greet the duke of Cattile, 7p 


234 then thou, 1633. 235 dim'd, 1618. 23. 33. Polen 
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52 | Pedro, A 
It ſhall be ** ſo, 1 
* 


And now to meet er theſe Portingales F 
For as we now are, ſo ſometimes were theſe, | 
Kings and commanders of the weſtern Indies. 
Welcome, brave Viceroy, to the court of Spain, 
And welcome all his honourable train. 
'Tis not unknown to us, for why you come, . 
Or have fo kingly croſt the raging ſeas : | 
2:38 Syfficeth it in this, we note the troth, 
And more than common love you lend to us. 
So is it that mine honourable niece 
(For it beſeems us now that it be known) _ , 
Already is betroth'd to Balthazar ; 
And, by appointment and our condeſcent, 
To-morrow * are they to be married. 
To this intent we entertain thyſelf, , 
Thy followers, their pleaſure, ** and our peace. 
Speak, men of Portingale ; ſhall it be of? + 
It aye, ſay ſo: if not, yy no. 


: ICETOYs þ 
Renowned king, I come not as thou think'ſt, 

With doubtful followers, unreſolved men, 
But ſuch as have upon thine articles 

Confirm'd thy motion, and contented me. 
Know, ſovereign, I come to ſfolemnize 
The marriage of thy well-beloved niece, 
Fair Belimperia, with my Balthazar, | 
With thee, my ſon, whom fith I live to ſee, - 
Here take my crown, I give it her and thee: | 
And let me live a ſolitary life, 
In ceaſeleſs prayers, 
To think how ſtrangely ap wa thee preſerv d. 


, ( Ag. 
See, brother, ſee, how nature ſirives-in him! 
Come, worthy Viceroy, and accompany | 


236 be fir, 1618. be done, fir, 1623. 
237 the, 1618. 23. 33+ 238 ſufficed, 1618. 23. 33. 
239 they are, 1633. 240 pleaſures, 1623. 33. 
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Thy friend, with thine extremities : 
A place more private fits this princely mood. 
icergy. 
Or here, or where your highneſs thinks it 
[ Exeunt all but Caſtile and Loreto, 
Cutie. 
Nay, ſtay, Lorenzo, let me talk with you: 
See'ſt thou this entertainment of theſe kings ? 
Lor ENVOs 


I do, my lord, and joy to — ſame. 
le 
And knoweſt thou why this meeting 1s ? 
Lorenzo. 


For her, my lord, whom Balthazar doth love, 
And to confirm the promis'd marriage. | 
_ Caftik, 7 
þ | Lorenxo. x 
Who, Belimpena ? Aye, my gracious lord: 


And this is the day that I hare long'd fo happily to fee, 


Caſtile. 
Thou would'ſt be loth that any fault of thine 
Should intercept her in her happineſs. 
1. 
Heav'ns will not let Lorenzo err ſo much. 
Castile. 
Why then, Lorenzo, liſten to my words: 8 
It is ſuſpected, and reported too, 4" 
That thou, Lorenzo, wrong'ſt Hieronimo, 
And in his ſuits towards his majeſty 
Still keep'ſt him back, and ſeebelt to croſs his ſuit, 
20. 


Caftite 
I tell thee, ſon, myſelf have heard it ſaid, 
When (to my ſorrow) I have been aſham'd 
To anſwer for thee, though thou ** art my ſon, 
Lorenzo, know'ſt thou not the common love, 


*. 


That I, my lord? 


241 vert, 1618. 23. 33. 


And 


l 
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And kindneſs that Hieronimo hath won 
By his deſerts, within the court of Spain ? 4 | 
Or ſeeſt thou not the king my brother's care ws. 1 
In his behalf, and to procure his health ? | 
Lorenzo, ſhould'ſt thou thwart his paſſions, . 

And he exclaim againſt thee to the king, 

What bonour were't in this aſſembly, 

Or what a ſcandal were't among the kings, 

To hear Hieronimo exclaim on thee ? - 
Tell me, and look thou tell me truly * too, 


Whence grows the ound of this report in court? BUS 


WIK SETS: 
the vulgar, liberal of their tongues : 
A Aſma advantage makes a water- 

And no man lives, that long __—_— all, 


Myſelf have ſeen thee buſy to keep back 
Him and his ſupplications from the king. 


Yourſelf, my lord, have ſeen his paſſions, 
That ill-beſee m0 the preſence of a king: 
And for I pitied him in his diſtreſs, 
I held him thence with kind and courteous words, 
As free from malice to Hieronimo, 
As to my ſoul, my lord, 
| Caflile. 


Hieronimo, my fon, miſtakes thee then, 
Lorenzo. „ * E 
My gracious father, believe me, ſo he doth. 
But what's a ſilly man diſtract in mind, 
To think upon the murder of his ſon ? | ER 
Alas! how eaſy is it for him to err? | ' 
But for his ſatisfaQtion, and the _— 


242 too omitted, 1618. 23. 33. | 
243 liberal] Liberal, in our ancient writers, is as * 3 ved 
to ſignfy /jcentious. Soy i in Field's Woman's a Weathercck: - 
de 4 U that, the fame Md 
4 our neglect and Iberal talking tongue, 
Which breeds 988388 wrong.“ 
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Tuere good, my lord, that. Hieronimo and I 
Were reconcild, if be miſoonftrue —_ 


Caſt ile. 


Lorenzo, thou haſt faid, it ſhall be ſo:— 


Go one of you, and call Hieronimo, 
Enter Balthazar and Belimperia. 
Balthazar. | 
Come, Belimperia, Balthazar's content, 
My forrow's eaſe, and ſovereign of my bliſs, 
Sith 245 heav'n hath ordained thee to be mine, 
Diſperſe thoſe clouds and melancholy looks, 
And 2 clear them up with thoſe thy ſun-bright eyes, 
Wherein my hope and heaven's fair beauty lies. 
Belimperia. . 
My looks, my lord, are fitting for my love; 
Which, new begun, can ſhew no brighter yet. 
| Balthazar. 
New-kindled flames ſhould burn as morning ſun, 
Belimperia. 
But not too faſt, leſt heat and all be done. 
I fee my lord; my father. 
Balthazar. 
Truce, my love, I will go — him. 
"CaPile. 
Welcome, Balthazar, welcome brave prince, 
The pledge of Caſtile's peace ;— 
And welcome Belimperia—How now, girl? 
Why com'ſt thou ſadly to ſalute us thus? 
Content thyſelf, for I am ſatisfied; 
It is not now as when Andrea liv'd, 
We hare torgotten, and forgiven that, 
And thou art graced with a happier love: 
But, Balthazar, bere comes Hieronimo, | 
Pll have a word with him. 


244 that omitted, 1623. 33. s 
245 heav'n hath thee ordained, 1623. 33. 
246 cheare, 1618. 23. JJ.» 
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Enter Hieronimo and Servant, 
Hieronimo. 


And where's the duke ? 
Servant, 


Yonder. | 

Even ſo : what new device hath they deviſed tro ? 
47 Pocas palabras, mild as the lamb : 
245 T'it, I will be reveng d? no, I am not the man. 


ile, 


Lorenzo. 
Balthazar. 


Welcome, Hieronimo. 
Welcome, Hieronimo. 


Welcome, Hieronimo. 
Hieronimo. | 
My lords, I thank you for Horatio. || 
Cafſith. | | 
Hieronimo, the reaſon that I ſent 10 
To ſpeak with you, is this. | | 


Hieronmo, 
What, ſo ſhort ? 0 
Then I'll be gone, I thank. you for't, || 


Caſtile. 
Nay, ſtay, Hieronimo :—go call him, fon, x 
Lor eNZ0s 

Hieronimo, my father craves a word with you. 
: erontmos | 
With me, ſir? why, my lord, I thought you had done, «| 
ä Lorenxo. | 

No; would he had! | | 
Caſtile. N | 


| 

| 

Hieronimo, I hear | 
You find yourſelf aggrieved at my ſon, | | | 
Becauſe you have not acceſs unto the king ; 1 
And ſay tis he that intercepts your ſuits. | 


247 Pocas palabrat,] Theſe words are given to the Tinker in the 
Induction to the Taming of the Shrew, in order to ridieule them. 
24% H, I will be reveng d,] 1633. ; : 


2 Hieron mo. 


* ay x" 
be * 
. A 


J 
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Wh this are k 2 ' lord? 
is not this a mi thi | : 
: Jy 18 2 = 9 


© Hieronime, 1 hope you have no cauſe ; 


| Why uhis is friendly done, Hieronimo. 


And would be loth that one of your deſerts | | 
Should once have reaſon to ſuſpect my ſon, TR 
Conſidering how I think of you myſelf, "4 
| Hieronimo, ; 

Your ſon Lorenzo! whom, my noble lord ? 
The hope of Spain ? mine honourable friend ? 
Grant me the combat of them, if they dare; 

| [Draws out bis favord, 

Fil meet him face to face to tell me ſo. 7 5 


Theſe be the ſcandalous reports of ſuch, 
As love not me, and hate my lord too much. 


Should I ſuſpect Lorenzo would prevent, 
Or croſs my ſuit, that lov d my ſon fo well ? 
My lord, I am aſham'd it ſhould be ſaid, 
: Lorenzo, h 82 
Hieronimo, I never gave you cauſe, | 
lord, I know you did not. 
M , you 
| PEP | . "Caftile, 
There pauſe ; 
And for the fatisfa&ion of the world, 
Hieronimo, frequent my homely houſe, 
The duke of Caſtile, Cyprian's ancient feat ; | 
And when thou wilt, uſe me, my ſon, and it: 
But here before prince Balthazar and me, 
Embrace each other, and be perfect friends, 
A 1 
e marry, my ord, Anda man; 
Frieads, quoth he, ſee, Pl be friends with you all- 
Eſpecially with you, my lovely lord ; 
For diveis cauſes it is fit for us, 


That we be friends, the world is ſuſpicious, 


And men may think what we imagine not. 
Balthazar, 


* 
* 
av y " 
= 
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Lorenzo, 
And chus I hope old grodges are forgot 


Hieronimo, 
What elſe? ir Ten g's ar a te 
Come on, Hieronimo, at my requeſt, 
Let us intreat your PI: to-day, 


Your lordſhip? 3 to command, — Pha !— 
Keep your way. 


249 Mi: ! chi mi fa bir carrexze che non ſuole 
Ln a 26. way of cap | 


Enter Ghoſt, and Revenge. 


Ghof. 

Awake, Erictho, Cerberus, awake, 
% Sollicit Pluto, gentle Proſerpine, 
«© To combat Acheron, — —.— in hell, 
« For ne'er by Styx an egeton, 
% Nor Lenteg Chen to the ſiery lakes, 
“Such fearful fights, as poor Andrea ſee. 
Revenge! awake, 


% Awake, Revenge for — art ill advis'd 


% To ſleep; awake what, 257 thou art warn'd to watch? 


Revenge. 
Content thyſelf, and do — 9 trouble me. 
Awake! Revenge; if love, as love hath had, 
* Have yet the power or prevalence in hell: 
Hieronimo with Lorenzo is join'd in league, 


249 Me, chi mi fa ? Pui correzza che non ſule 
Tradito viha otrade vule. Quartos. 

250 Rev. Awake for why? omitted, 1618. 23. 33. 

25 T thou omitted, 1618. 23. 33+ 


0 3 
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« And intercepts our paſſage to revenge: 
% Awake! Revenge, or IG are *5* woe be-gone. 


« Thus worldli — they have dream'd upon. 
4 Content thyſelf, y 0. ng though I ſleep, * 
« Yet 255 js my mood ſolliciting their ſouls: 

«« Suffice it thee that poor Hieronimo 

& Cannot forget his ſon Horatio. | 

« Nor dies Revenge, although he ſleep a while: 

« For in unquiet, quietneſs is 25+ feign'd, 

& And ſlumb'ring is a common worldly wile. 

46 — eue for 8 er how 

% Rev hath ſlept, en imagine thou, 

66 What %is to be ſubject to deſtiny. 


Enter à dumb ſhow. 
 _  Gboſt. * 
% Awake! Revenge, reveal this myſtery. 
Revenge. 

« The two firſt, the nuptial torches bore 
% As *55 brightly burning as the mid-day's ſun : 
« But after them doth Hymen hie as f 
« Cloathed in fable, _— a ſaffron robe, . 
„And blows them out, and quencheth them with blood, 
« As diſcontent that —_ 8 ſo. 


4 Sufficeth me thy 3 8 3 1 
4% And thanks *5* to — — thoſe infernal powers, 


66 That will not tolerate a lover's woe: 
«© Reſt thee, for I will fit *57 to ſee the reſt, 


Revenge. 
253 Then argue not, for thou haſt thy requeſt. [Exexat. 


252 woe be-gone.] See Note 29 on Cornelia, vol. II. p. 289. 


253 in, 1618. 23. 33- 254 found, 1618. 23. 33. 
255 bright, 1618. 23. 33. 205 unto, 1618. 23. 33. 
257 unto, 1618. 23. 33. 288 Thus, 1618. | 


ACT 
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| 


1 
Enter Belimperia and Hieronimo, 
Belimperia. 


S this the love thou bear'ſt Horatio ? 

Is this the kindneſs that thou counterfeit'ſt ? 
Are theſe the fruits of thy inceſſant tears? 
Hieronimo, are theſe thy paſſions, 

Thy proteſtations, and thy deep laments, 
'That thou wert wont to weary men withal ? 
Oh unkind father! oh deceitful world! 
With what excuſes canſt thou ſhew thyſelf ? 
With what diſhonour, and the hate of men, 
From this diſhonour, and the hate of men ; 
Thus to neglect the 59 loſs and life of him, 
Whom both my letters, and thine own belicf, 
Aſſures thee to be cauſeleſs flaughtered ? 
Hieronimo, for ſhame ! Hieronimo, 
Be not a hiſtory to after-times 
Of ſuch ingratitude unto thy ſon : 
Unhappy mothers of ſuch children then, 
But monſtrous fathers to forget ſo ſoon | 
The death of thoſe, whom they with care and coſt 
Have tender'd fo, thus careleſs ſhould be loſt. 
Myſelf a ſtranger in reſpect of thee, 
90 lov'd his life, az ſtill I wiſh their deaths. 
Nor ſhall bis death be unreveng'd by me, 
Although I bear it out for faſhion's *® ſake: 
For here I ſwear, in fight of heaven and earth, 
Shouldſt thou neglect the love thou ſhouldſt retain, 
And give it over, and deviſe no more, 
Myſelf ſhould ſend their hateful ſouls to hell, 
Thar wrought his downfal, with extremeſt death. 
Hlieronimo. 

But may it be, that Belimperia 
Vows ſuch revenge as ſhe hath deign'd to ſay ? 


259 life and loſs, 1618. 23. 33. 260 faſhian. 
| O 4 
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Why then I ſee that heav'n applies our drift, 
And all the faints co fit follicinng _. 
For vengeance - on thoſe curſed murderers. 
Madam, tis true, and now I find it fo: 
I found a letter, written in your name, 
And in that letter, how Horatio died. 
Pardon, o pardon, Belimperia, 5 
My fear and care in not believing it; 
Nor think, I thoughtleis think upon a meap, 
To let his death be unreveng d at ful! 
And here I vew, ſo you but give conſent, 
And will conceal. my reſolution, 
J will ere lopg determine of their deaths, 
That cauſęleſs thus have murdered my fon. | 
1 Belimperia. | ; 
Hieronimo, I will conſent, conceal, 
And aught *** that may effect for thine avail 
Join with thee to revenge Horatio's death. 
| — Hreronimo, 
On, *® then; whatſoever I deviſe, 
Let me intreat you, grace my practices: 
For why, the plor's already in my head, 
Here they are. ; 
Enter Balthazar ard Lorenzo, 


12 . Balthazar. | 
How now, Hieronimo? what courting Beliwperia 
Aye, my lord, ſuch courting as I promiſe you, 
She bath my heart: but you, my lord, have hers. 


| Lorenzo. 9 
But now, Hieranimo, or never, we are to intieat your help, 
Hiercnimo. | 


My help? why, my good-lords, aſſure yourſelves of me; 
For you have given me cauſe, aye, by my **3 faith have you. 
| Balthazar, + 
It pleas'd you at thꝰ entertainment of the embaſſador, 
To grace the king fo much as with a ſhow : 


261 what, 1633. 262 O then, 1618. 23. 33. 
263 honour, 1618, 23. 33. : | 
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Now were your ſtudy ſo well furniſhed, 

As for the paſſing of the firſt night's ſport, 

To entertain my father with the like, 

Or any ſuch like pleaſing motion, 

Aſſure yourſelf it would content them well. | 
Hieronimo. 5 "4 


Is this all? 

Aye, this is all. 3 Sy 
| Himon; 3 

Why then Tl fit you, fay no more: | 


264 When I was young, I gave my mind, 
And ply'd myſelt to fruitleſs poetry: 

Which though it profit the profeſſor nought, 
Yet *5 is it paſſing pleaſing to the world. 


And how for that ? | 
| 1 1 3 
M,arry, my lord, thus: 
And Nor 2 are too quick with us. 
When in Toledo, there I ſtudies, EF 
Tt was my chance to write a tragedy, ; 
See here, my lords, | [Shews them a book, 
Which, long forgot, I found this other day: 
Now would your lordſhips favour me ſo much 
As but to grace me with your acting it, 
I mean each one of you to play a part.. | 
Aſſure you it will prove moſt paſſing ſtrange, | 
And wondrous plauſible to the allembly, r. 
| ' Balthazar. "OE 
What, would you have us play a tragedy? 7 


1 


264 When I wat Joungy Kee] Ben Jonſon, who, as hath been | ſaid, 
formed the part of Hieronimo, hath borrowed this thought. See 
very man in his Humour, A. 1. S. 1: Ml bu EIN 
« Myſelf was once a ſtudent, and, indeed, | 3 
« Fed with the ſelf ſame humour he is no-, * 
« Dreaming on nought but idle poetry, r,, 
«© That fruitleſs and unprofitable — 3 
Good unte none, but leaſt to the piofeſſors.“ 
265 it is, 1633. 
Hieroni mo. 
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Hieronimo., 
Why, Nero thought it no diſpara ment, 
And kings and emperors have ta'en delight, 
To make experience of ys Bren in plays. 


enxo. 
Nay, be not angry, good Hieronimo, 
The prince but aſked you a queſtion, 
/ Balthazar. 
In faith, Hieronimo, and you be 1n earneſt, 
Pl make one. 85 . 
Lorem. 
And I ker, 
| Hieroni mo. 


Now, my good lord, could you intreat | 
Your ſiſter Belimperia to make one: 
For what's a play without a woman in't? 
Belimperia. 
Little intrea 800 ſnall ſerve me, Hieronimo ; 
For I muſt needs be 3 in your play. 
eroni mo. 
a Why this is well: I tell you, lordlings, 
It was determin'd to have been acted 
By gentlemen and ſcholars too; 
Such as could tell what to ſpeak. 
Ebaxar. 
And now it ſhall be * play d by princes and courtiers, 
Such as can tell how to ſpeak ; 
It, as it is our country manner, 


You will but let us know the argument. 
Hieronimo, 


That hall I round! The chronicles of _ 
Record this written of a knight of 207 Rhodes: 

He was betroth'd, and wedded at the length, 

To one Perieda, an Italian dame, 

Whoſe beauty raviſh'd all that her beheld ; 
Eſpecially the ſoul of Solyman, 

Who at the marriage was the chiefeſt gueſt, 

By ſundry means ſought Solyman to win 


266 ſaid, 1618. 23. 33. 267 of the Rhodes, 1618. 
9 Perſeda's 
erHieda 


Perſeda's love, and could not gain the ſame: 

Then gan he break his paſſion to a friend, 

One of his Baſhaws, whom he held full dear; 

Her had this Baſhaw long folicited, 

And faw ſhe was not otherwiſe to be won, 

But by her huſband's death : this knight of * 

Whom preſently by treachery he flew, | 

She flirr'd with an exceeding hate therefore, 

As cauſe of this flew Solyman : . 

And to eſcape the Baſhaw's tyranny, 

Did ſtab herſelf : and this **® the tragedy. 
Aye, ir. 


| Belimperia, 
Bunt fay, Hieronimo, what then became of him, 
That was the Baſhaw ? 
 Hieronimo. 


Marry, thus ; mov'd with remorſe of his wits 
Ran to a mountain top, and and * hung himſelf. _. 
- * Balthazar. 
But which of us is to perform that part? 
Hrieronimo. 
O, that will I, my lords, make no doubt of i it, 
Pll play the murderer, I warrant you; 
For I already have conceited that. 


Balthazar. 

And what ſhall I? 

8 Hieroni mo. 

reat Solyman, the 70 Turkiſh emperor. 
Lorenzo. 

And I? 
Hieromimo. 

Eraſto, the knight of Rhodes. 
Belimperia. 

And I? | 
Eheroniads. : 


Perſeda, chaſte, and refolute.— 
And here, my lords, are ſeveral abſtracts drawn, 


268 this is, 1618. 22. 269 hang'd, 1618. 23. 33. 
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For each of you to note parts, 
And act it — teren you. 
You muſt provide a Turkiſh cap, . 
A black muſtachio, and a fauchion. e 
„ renn 
You with a croſs, like *7* to a knight of Rhodes, [ = 
; [Gives another to Lorenzo, 
And, madam, you muſt attire yourſelf. Fe LT 
[Gives Belunperia another. 
Like Phebe, Flora, or the huntreſs 73, of 
Which to your diſcretion ſhall ſeem beſt. 
As for me, my lords, I'il look to one, 
And with the ranſom that the Viceroy ſent, 
So furniſh and perform this tragedy, 
*73 As all the world ſhall ſay, Hieronimo 
Was liberal in gracing of it ſo. 
9 Balthazar, 
Hieronimo, methinks a comedy were better. 
| Hirronimo. 
A comedy ! fie! comedies are fit for common wits: 
But to preſent a kingly troop withall, 
Give me a ſtately-written tragedy; 
Tragedia cothurnata, fitting kings, 
Containing matter, and not common things, 
My lords, all this muſt be perform'd, 
As fitting for the firſt night's revelling. 
The Italian tragedians were fo ſharp of wit, 
That in one hour's meditation, 
They would perform any thing in action. 
nZ0. 
And well it may, for I have ſeen the hke 
In Paris *mongit the French tragedians. 
Hieronimo. 
In Paris! maſs, and well remember'd, 
There's one thing more that reſts for us to do. 
Balthazar. 
What's that Hieronimo ? forget not any thing. 


— 


27t h omitted, 1618. 272 the Þuntre: | i. e. Diana. Hawkins. 
273 That, 1623. 33. . 
Hieronimo. 
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Hieronimo., 

Each one of us muſt act his part 
In unknown languages, | 
That it may breed *'+ the more variety: 

As you, my lord, in Latin,. I in Greek,— 

You in Italian, — and for becauſe I know  * \- 

That Belimperia bath practiſed the French, e 
In courtly French ſhall all her phraſes be. 

: Belinperis. 

Il Lou mean to cunning t ICrONIMO. 
"MAS Balthazar. 
But this will be a mere confuſion, 
And hardly ſhall we all be underſtood, 

It muſt be ſo: for the concluſion F 
Shall prove the invention, and all was good: | 
And TN myſelf in an oration, 

And with a ſtrange and wonderous ſnow beſides, 
That I will have there behind a curtain, 
Aſſure thyſelf, ſhall make the matter known: 
And all ſhall be concluded in one ſcene, 
For there's no pleaſure ta'en in tediouſneſs. 

| Dauer. 

How like you this? 
Lorenzo, 


Why thus, my lord, we mult reſolve 


To ſooth his humours up. 
Balthazar. 


275 On then, Hieronimo, farewell till ſocn. 
bi | Hieronimo, 
ow'll ply this 

113 Lorenzo, 


I warrant you. [ Exeunt all but Hie onimo. 

Hioronimo. | | 2 

27 Why ſo: now ſhall I ſee the fall of Babylon, 
Wrought by the heavens in this confuſion. 

And it the world like not this tragedy, - 4-4 N 

Hard is the hap of old Hieronimo. (Exit, | 


274 the omitted, 1618. 23. 33. 375 O then, 1633. 
376 I, why, 1633. 3 ; « 33 — 
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Euter Iſabella with a weapon. 


=< "emo eee eee 


Since neither piety, nor pity moves 

The king to juſtice or compaſſion, 

I will revenge myſelf upon this place, 

Where *77 thus they murder d my beloved ſon. | 
. hy | | , [She cuts down the arbour, 

Down with theſe branches, -and theſe loathſome boughs, 

Of this unfortunate and fatal pine, 

Down with them, Iſabella, rent them up. 

And burn the roots from whence the reſt is ſprung. 

I will not leave a root, a ſtalk, a tree, 

A bough, a branch, a bloſſom, nor a leaf, 

No, not an herb within this garden plot. 

Accurſed complot of my milery ! 5 

Fruitleſs for ever may this garden be, 

Barren the earth, and bliſsleſs *7* whoſoever 

Imagines not to keep it unmanur d. 

An eaſtern wind commix'd with nojſome airs 

Shall blaſt the plants, and the young ſaplings : 

The earth with ſerpents ſhall be peliter'd, 

And paſſengers, for tear to be infect, + 

Shall ſtand aloof ; and looking at it, tell, 

There, murder d, died the ſon of Iſabel. 

Aye, here he died, and here I him embrace. 

See there his ghoſt ſolicits 27 with his wounds 

Revenge on her that ſhould revenge his death. 

Hieronimo, make haſte to ſee thy ſon ; 

For ſorrow and deſpair hath cited me, 

To hear Horatio plead with Rhadamant : 


Make haſte, Hiervnimo; ** to hold excus'd 


Thy negligence in purſuit of their deaths, 


.277 Where they murdered, 1618. 23. 
Where they have murdered, 1633. 
278 bleſslefs, 1618, 23. 33. 
: Vi ſolicited with his wounds, 1618. 23. 33. 
280 to hold exclude, 1618. 23. 33. a 
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Whoſe hateful wrath bereav'd him of his 
Ah nay *, thou doſt _ their deaths, 
Forgiv'ſt the murderers of thy noble fon, 
And none but I beſtir me to no end: 
And as I curſe this tree from farther fruit, 
So ſhall my womb be curſed for his ſake; 
And with this weapon will I wound the breaſt, | 
The hapleſs that gave Horatio ſuck. 3 
[She abt berfeff. 
Enter Hieronimo, he knocks up the curtain. 
Enter the Duke of Caſtile, 
Caſtile, * 
How now, Hieronimo, where's d your fellows, N 
That you take all this pain ? N 
Hierorima. 
O, ſir, it is for the author's credit, 
To look that all things may go well: 
But, good my lord, let me intreat your grace 
To give the king the copy of the play: 
This is the argument of what we ſnow. 


Caftile, 
I will, Hieronimo. | 
, Hieronimo. | 
One thing more, m 283 lord. 
Fo 
What's that ? 
| Hieronimo. 


Let me intreat your grace, _ | 
That when the train 254 are paſt into the gallery, 
You would vouchſafe to throw me down the key. 
I will, Hieronimo. [Exit Caſlile. 
Hieronimo, | 
What, are you ready, Balthazar? | N 
Bring a chair and a cuſhion for the king. | 


281 ha, 1618. 28. 33. 252 thy, 1618. 23. 33. 
283 good my, 1633. 254 is, 1618. 23. 33. 
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Well done, Balthazar, hang up the title: © PR: 
Our ſcene is Rhodes: what, is your beard on? 
Balthazar 
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: _ Enter Balthazar: with a chair. 


_ 


Half on, the other is in my hand. 
| Hieroni mo 


Diſpatch for ſhame ! are you ſo long? [Exit Balthazar, 
Bethink thyſelf, Hieronimo, | 
Recall thy wits, recount thy former wrongs, | 

Thou haſt receiv'd by murder of thy ſon. 

And laſtly, tho? not leaſt, how Iſabel, 

Once his mother, and my deareſt wife, 


All 2t5woe- for kim, hath ſlain herſelf, 


Behoves thee then, Hieronimo, to be reveng'd : ' 


The plot is laid of dire ; 
On then ***, — ue revenge: 5 
For nothing wants, but acting of revenge. [ Exit, 


Enter Spaniſh King, Viceroy, Duke of Caſtile, and ber 


train. 
IC | King, | 

Now, Viceroy, ſhall we ſee the tragedy 

Of Solyman the Turkiſh emperor, 
Perform'd of pleaſure by * your ſon the pri 

. My nephew, don Lorenzo, and my niece 

| Viceroy. 

Who, Belimperia ? 


. King. 

Aye, and Hieronimo our marſhal, - | 
At whoſe requeſt. they *** deign to do't themſelves : 
Theſe be our paſtimes in the court of Spain. 
Here, brother, you ſhall be the book-keeper, 


This is the argument of that they ſhow, [Gives him a book, 


285 woe-begone] See Note 29 to Cornelia vol. II. p. 889. 
2386 On them, 1618. 23. 33. 255 our, 1618. 23 33. 


258 denie, 1618. 
Gentlemen, 
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atlemen, this Hieronimo, i Languages, was 
thought Kev y þ fy wang * a 
eafier underflanding to every publick reader 
8 Belinpri, and Hironim 
Balthazar. 


ASHAW, that Rhodes is ours, yield A the honour, 
And holy Mahomet our ſacred prophet; 

4 * ge d with every excellence, 

Solyman can give, or thou defire | „„ 
uch ſert in conquering Rhodes is leſs, 

han fa reſervi this fair 2% chriſtian nymph 

erſeda, bliſsful lamp of excellence, 

hoſe eyes compel like powerful adamant. - 

The warlike heart of Solyman to wait, - 


See, Viceroy, that is ie our ſon, 
That repreſents the emperor Solyman : | 
INE paſſion ! 


iceroy. 
Aye, Belimperia hath taught him that, 


. Caftike, © 
That's becauſe his mind runs all on Belimperia. 
Hieronimo. 


A Whatever joy earth yields, *9 hetide your majeſty, 
Earth yields no joy without Perſeda's love. 
Hieronimo 
291 Let then Perſeda on 


ur grace attend, 
hazat. 


She ſhall not wait on me, but 1 on her, © 
Drawn by the influence of her lights, I yield: 2 | 
But let my friend the Rhodian knight come forth, | 
Eraſtus, dearer than my life to me, | 
That he may ſee Perſeda my belov'd. 


289 chriflian omitted, 1633. 299 betindey 1618. 
292 Then let, 1618. 23. 33- 
Vo T. III. P 
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; Enter Lorenzo, 
| King. 
Here comes Lorenzo—Look upon the plot, 
And tell me, brother, what part plays he ? 
Belimperia. | 
Ah, my Eraſtus, welcome to Perſeda, _ 3 
| enxo. 
Thrice happy is Eraſtus that thou liw'ſt: 
Rhodes? loſs is nothing to Eraſtus' joy, 
Sith his Perſeda lives, his life ſurvives, 
Balthazar. © 
Ah, baſhaw, here is love betwixt Eraſtus 
And fair Perſeda, ſovereign of my foul, 
| Hlieronimo. 
Remove Eraſtus, mighty Solyman, 
And then Perſeda will be quickly won. 
Oy Balthazar. 
Eraſtus is my friend, and while he lives 
Perſeda never will remove her love. 
„ Hieronimo. | 
Let not Eraſtus live to grieve great Solyman, 
Balthazar. 
Dear is Eraſtus in our .princely eye. 
Hieronimo. 
But if he be your rival, let him die. 
Baltbaxar. 
Why, let him die; ſo love commandeth me; 
Yet grieve I that Eraſtus ſhould fo die. 
Hieronimo. 
Eraſtus, Solyman ſaluteth thee, 
And lets thee wit by me his highneſs' will, 
Wich is, that thou ſhould'ſt be thus employ'd. [ Svabs him, 
| => Belimperia. 
Ah me, Eraſtus !—See, Solyman, Eraſtus flain. 
Balthazar. 
Yet liveth Solyman to comfort thee. 
Fair queen ot beauty, let not favour die, 


But 


- 
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But with a gracious eye behold his grief, 
That with Perſeda's beauty is increas'd, 
If by Perſeda's grief be not releas d. 

Tyrant, defiſt ſolliciting vain ſuits; 
Relentleſs are mine ears to thy laments, \| 
As thy butcher is pitileſs and baſe, 
Which ſeiz'd on my Eraſtus, harmleſs knight; 
Yet by thy power thou thinkeſt to command, 
And to thy power Perſeda doth obey : 
But were ſhe able, thus ſhe would reven | 
Thy treacheries on thee, ignoble prince : [Stabs him. 
And on herfelf ſhe would be thus revengd. [Stabs herſelf. 


King. 
Well ſaid, old marſhal, this was bravely done. 
Hieronimo. a 
But Belimperia plays Perſeda well. 
| Icer oye 
Were this in earneſt, Belimperia ? 
| You would be better to my ſon than ſo. 


But now what follows * for Hieronimo ? 
| Hieronimo. 
Marry, this follows for Hieronimo : 
Here break we off our ſundry languages, 
And thus conclude I in our vulgar tongue : 
| Haply you think (but bootleſs *93 are your thoughts) 
That this is fabulouſly counterfeit, 
And that we do as all tragedians do, 
To die to-day, (for faſhioning our ſcene, 
The death of Ajax, or ſome Roman peer) 
And in a minute ſtarting up again, 
Revive to pleaſe to-morrow's audience : 
No, princes; know, I am Hieronimo, 
The hopeleſs father of a hapleſs ſon, 
Whoſe tongue is 2 tun'd to tell his lateſt tale, | 
Not to excuſe groſs errors in the play, 


292 for omitted, 1618. 23. 33. 293 be, 1618. 23. 33. 
254 turn'd, 1618, 
P 2 I ſee 
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I fee your looks urge inſtance of thoſe wordg— ht 
Behold the reaſon urging me to this. [He foews his dead for, 
See here my ſhew, look on this ſpectacle; y 
Here lay my hope, and here my hope hath end: _ | 
ä Here lay my heart, and here my heart was ſlain: 
ON Here lay my treaſure, here my treaſure loſt : 
ah Here lay my bliſs, and here my bliſs berett : 
Bat hope, heart, treaſure, joy, and bliſs, 4 
All fled, fail'd, died; yea, all decay'd with this. 
Fiom forth theſe wounds came breath that gave me life, 
They murder d me, that made theſe fatal marks. 
The cauſe was love, whence grew this mortal hate; 
The hate, Lorenzo and young Balthazar, 
The love, my ſon to Belimperia: 
But night, the coverer of accurſed crimes, , 
With pitchy filence huſh'd *95 theſe traytors harms, 
And lent them leave, for they had * forted leiſure, 
To take advantage in my garden-plot, 5 
Upon my ſon, my dear Horatio: | 
There mercileſs they butcher'd up my boy, 
In black dark night, to pale dim cruel death. 
He ſhrieks, I heard; yet methinks I hear 
* His diſmal butery echo in the air; 
With ſooneſt ſpeed I haſted to the noiſe, 
Where hanging on a tree I found my fon, 
Thro' girt with wounds, and ſlaughter d as you ſee: 
And griev'd I, think you, at this { le? 
_ Portingale, whoſe loſs *97 reſembles mine, 
It thou can'ſt weep upon thy Balthazar, 
Tis like I *9* wail'd for my Horatio. 
And you, my lord, whoſe reconciled fon 
March'd in a net, and thought himſelf unſeen, 
And rated me for brain-fick lunacy, 


295 the trait'rou 1623. = : | 
29 ſorted * wy is to chuſe or ſelef. As, in the Third Part of 
H. 1 . 8. 6: 80 
« For [vill or a pitchy day for thee.” 
Ford's Love's Melancholy: 


« We ſhall ſort time to take more notice of him.“ 
297 reſemble, 1618. 23. 297 waile, 1633. 
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299 With—God amend that mad Hieronimo : 
How can you brook. our play's he? 
And here behold this bloody handkerchief, 
Which at Horatio's death I, weeping, dipt 
Within the river of his bleeding wounds, 

It as propitious, ſee, I have reſerv'd, 

And never hath it left my bloody 3 heart, 
Solliciting rememb'rance of my vow, 

With theſe, O theſe accurſed murderers ; 3 
Which now perform'd, my heart is fatisfy'd. | 
And to this end the Baſhaw I became, 

That might revenge me on Lorenzo's life ; 

Who therefore was appointed to the part, 

And was to repreſent the knight of Rhodes, 

That I might kill him more conveniently ;— 

So, Viceroy, was this Balthazar thy ſon, 

That Solyman, which Belimperia, 

In perſon of Perſeda, murder d, 

Solely appointed ta that tragick part, 

That ſhe might ſlay him that offended her. 

Poor Belimperia miſs'd her part in this; | 

For tho” the ſtory ſaith, ſhe ſhould have died, 

Yet | of kindneſs, and of care to her, | 
Did otherwiſe determine of her end ; f 
But love of him, whom they did hate 0 roo much, 

Did urge her reſolution to be ſuch, — 

And, princes, now behold Hieronimo, 

Author and actor in this tragedy, 

Bearing his lateſt fortune in his fiſt; 

And will as reſolute conclude his part 

As any of the actors gone before, — 

And, 323 gentles, thus I end my play: 

Urge no more words, I have no more to ſay. 


[ He runneth 10 hang bine 
King. 1 


O. hearken, Viceroy Hold Hieronimo— | 
Brother, my nephew and thy ſon are ſlain. 


239 Which, 1618. 23. 33 we preſerv'd, 1618, 23+-33+ 
301 bleeding, 1623. 33. 392 ſo, 1623. 33- 
593 gentlies, 1623. 33. 
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We are e- is min. 
Break ope the n, ſave Hieronimo. 
T hey break in, and bold Hieronims, 


Hieronimo, do but inform the king of theſe events, 
Upon mine honour, thou ſhalt have no harm. 
Hieronimo. 
Viceroy, I will not truſt thee with my life, 
Which I this day have offer'd to my ſon.— 
Accurſed wretch ! why 3% ſtay ſt thou him that was refoly'd 
to die? Fe 


. 
Speak, traitor ! damned bloody murderer, ſpeak ! 
For now [I have thee, I will — thee ſpeak. 
Why haſt thou done this undeſerving deed ? +: 


Viceroy. 
Why haſt thou murder'd 9275 Balthazar? 
ile. 
Why haſt thou butcher'd both my children thus? 
Hieronimo. 
But are you * that they are dead? 
4 ; Caſtile, 
Aye, Slain too 1 ure. 
| Hieronimo. 
What, and your's too? 
iceroy. 
Are, all are deal; not one of them furvive. 
Hieronimo. 


Nay, then I care no. — Come, and <ve ſhall be friends: 
Let us lay our heads together. 
See, here's a goodly th: avill hold them all. 
Viceroy. 
O damm d devil! how es ſecure he is! 


— 


304 ſtaid'ſt, 1623. 33. 

305 ſecure] © In the ſenſe of the Latin, ſecurus— ſecurus admodum de 
& bello animi ſecuri homo, A negligent ſecurity ariſing from a contempt of 
t the object oppoſed.” 

Dr. Warburton's Note on Troilus and Creſſida, A. 4. S. 5. See alſo 
Dr. Farmer's Note on the ſame paſſage. 
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| Hieronimo. 
Secure ! why do'ft thou wonder at it? 
1 tell thee, Viceroy, this day I have ſeen revenge, 
And in that fight am grown a prouder monarch, 
Than ever ſate under the crqwn of Spain. 
Had I as many lives as there be ftars, 
As many heavens to go to as thoſe lives, 
Id give them all, aye, and my ſoul to boot, 
But I would fee thee ride in this red pool, | 
Caſtile. 2 
| Speak, who were thy confederates in this ? 
Viceroy. 
That «vas thy daughter Belimperia; 
For by her hand my Balthazar was /laia : 
1 ſaw her ſlab him. 
Hieronimo. 


O good words As dear to me was my Horatio, 
As yours, or yours, or yours, my lord, to you; 
My guiltleſs ſon was by Lorenzo ſlain, 
And by Lorenzo and that Balthazar 
Am I at laſt revenged r . 
Upon whoſe ſouls may heavens be yet 3% aveng'd 
307 With greater far than theſe afflictions. 


Methinks, 
306 reveng'd, 1618. 23. 33- | 
397 With greater far than theſe effliftions.] In the ſecond edition, in- 
ſtead of what is printed in Italicks, 5 Dialogue goes on in this manner: 
Caſtile. * 
But who were thy confederates in this? 
Viceroy. 
That was thy daughter Bel-imperia; 0 k 
For by her hand my Balthazar was ſlain: 
I ſaw her ſtab him. 


King. | 


Hieronimo. 
What leſſer liberty can kings afford 
Than harmleſs ſilence? then afford it me: 5 
Sufficeth, I may not, nor I will not tell thee. 
King. 


Why ſpeak'ſt thou not? 


Fetch forth the tortures.— 
Traitor as thou art, 1'1l make thee tell. 
Hieronimo. 
Indeed, thou may'ſt torment me as his wretched ſon 
Hath done in murd'ring my Horatio ; 


P 4 f Bot 
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Metbinks, fince 7 508 ward with ns 
1— laat with ſcorn _— death, 
ing, 
What, do * thou mock us, lave ? bring eee frth, 
| jeronima, * | 
1 Do, do, do, and mean time Ill torture you : 4 
You had a ſon, as I take it, and your ſon e 
Should have been married to e be, we/tn fob 
You had a ſon too, he was my liege's 
He was proud and politic — Had he I; 
He mig . 
Think 'nvas ſo—'Twas I that kill'd him: 
Look you, this ſame hand was it that fabb'd 

» His bear.— do you ſte this hand? 

For one Horatio, if you ever knew him? 
A youth, one that they hang'd up in his father's garden, 
One that did force your waliant ſon to yield, N 

While your valiant ſon did tale him priſoner. - 
| Viceroy, 
Be deaf my ſenſes, I can hear no more. 
| ing. 
| Fall heaven, and cover us with thy ſad ruins, 
* Caſtile. 
Koll all the world within thy pitchy cloud. 
Hieronimo. 
| Now do I applaud what IN Buve afted, 
2 Nunc mors cede manus, 


But never ſhalt thou force me to reveal 
The thing which I have vow'd inviolate, 
And therefore, in deſpite of all ”" threats, 
Pleas'd with their deaths, and eas d with their revenge, 
Firſt take my tongue, &c. 
308 inward] i. e. intimate. So, in the Mahcontent, A. 4. 8. 3 : 
« Come, we muſt be e imvard, thou and I all one.” 
The Revengers Trage * a 
« My lord, moſt ſure 0 it; for *twas ſpoke A, | one, 
« That is moſt inward with the duke's' ſon's luſt.” 
209 thou omitted, 1623. 33. 
319 Nunc mers tade manus, 1618, 
Nunc mens cade manus, 16a3. 33. 
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| Wow to expreſs the hae of my part VI £068 9468 
Tt eg n, 
5 [He bites. out his tongue, | 


o monſtrous reſolution of a — 1— 
Ber, viceroy; he hath binen farb his mage, F 
Rather than to reveal 3 | 


* 


vet can he write. 


King, 
And if in this he ſatisfy us not, 
We will devife th' extremeſt kind of death 
That ever was invented for a wretch. 


[He makes fgns for o kit to mend bs yen, 


O, he would have a knife to — his pen. 
Vicerg 

Here, and adviſe thee that — 4 write the troth.— 

Lock to my brother, ſave Hieronimo. 
He <vith the knit flabs wan 
ing. | 

What age hath ever heard ſuch monſtrous deeds ? 
My brother, and the whole ſucceeding hope 
That 3** Spain 2 after my deceaſe— 
Go bear his that we may mourn 
The loſs of our beloved brother's death, 
That he may be entomb'd whate'er befal ; 
4 am the next, the neareſt, laſt of all. 

Viceroy. 

And thou, don Pedro, do the like for us: 
Take up our haplels ſon, untimely ſlain: — 
Set me with him, and he with woful me, ik 
Ar the main - maſt of a ſhip unmann d, | 4 

nd let the wind and tide hale me along 4 
To Sylla's barking and untamed gulph ; 
Or to the loathſome pool of Acheron, ' 
To weep my want 3® fur my ſweet Balthazar: 


217 Of, 1618. 23. 33. 3x2 of, 02 33” 
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* Spain hath no refuge for a Portingale. [Trennt 


The trumpets ſound a dead march; the king of Spain 
mourning after his brother's body; and the king of 
Portingale bearing the hody of his ſon, | 

Enter Ghoſt and Revenge. 
N GBH. 

Aye, now my hopes have end in their effects, 
When blood — * finiſh my deſires, 
Horatio murder'd in his father's bower ; 
Vile Serberine by Pedringano ſlain ; 

Falſe Pedringano hang'd by quaint device; 
Fair Habella by herſelf miſdone; 

Prince Balthazar by Belimperia ſtabb'd ; 
The duke of Caſtile, and his wicked ſon, 
Both done to death by old Hieronimo ; 

My Belimperia fallen, as Dido fell ; 

And good Hieronimo flain by himſelf : 
Aye, theſe were ſpectacles to pleaſe my ſoul. 


Now will I beg at lovely Proſerpine, 


That by the virtue of her princely doom, 
I may conſort nly friends in pleaſing ſort, 
And on my foes work juſt and ſharp revenge. 
Fll lead my friend Horatio thro' thoſe fields, 
Where never-dying wars are ſtill indur'd. 
Fl lead fair Iſabella to that train : 
Where pity weeps, but never feeleth pain. 
Il lead my Belimperia to thoſe joys 
That veſtal virgins and fair queens poſſeſs. 
Fl lead Hieronimo where Orpheus plays, 
Adding ſweet pleaſure to eternal days. 
But ſay, Revenge, (for thou muſt help, or none) 
Againſt the reſt how ſhall my. hate be ſhewn ? 
| Denge. 
This band ſhall hale them down to deepeſt hell, 
Where 373 none but furies, bugs 3, and tortures dwell. 


Ghoſt. 


313 nought, 1618. 23. 33. 

314 bugs] Terrors. So, in Arden of Fever/ham : 
« Nay then let's go ſleepe; when bugs and feares, 
„Shall Kill our courages with their fancies worke.“ 


Churchyard's 


* 


Then, ſweet R 
Let me be judge, and doom them to unreſt. 


And let don Cyprian ſupply his room: 
Place don Lorenzo on Ixion's wheel, 
And let the lovers? endleſs 2 ſurceaſe; 
_ forgets old wrath, an 
ang Balthazar about Chimera's neck, 
And let him there bewail his bloody love, 
Repining at our joys that are above, 


Let Serberine go roul the fatal ſtone, - 


And take from Sifiphus his endleſs moan. 
Falſe Pedringano, for. his treachery, 

Let him be dragg'd thro? boiling 1 
And there live, dying ſtill in endleſs flames, 
| Blaſpheming Gods and all their holy names. 


Age. 


Then haſte we dewn.to meet by friends and foes ; 
Jo place thy, friends in eaſe, the reſt in woes: I 
For here, tho death 3*5. hath end their x 


Tl there begin their endleſs tragedy. 


Churchyare's Challenge, p . 180: | 
« And in their . came fearful buggss, 
A blacke as any pitche: 


„ With bellies big and ſwagging dugges, 2 1 


% More lothſome then a witch,” 


Churchyard's Worthines of Wales, p. 16. edit. 1776: 
„A kynd of ſound, that makes a hurling noyſe, wg 
To feare young babes, with brute of bugges and toyes,” 


35 doth, 1623. 33. 
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Ghoſt, 
evenge, do this at my requeſt, . 
Let looſe poor Titius from the vulture's gipe, 


grants him eaſe. 


* 
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THE SPANISH TRAGEDY, 
Containing the lamentable Murder of HonAr1o 
TOE. and BELLIMPERIA: x Xl 
With the pitiful Death of old Hizronmo., 

RES To the Tune of, 2ueen Dido. 


«ws. «4 _— 


* 


V OV that have loſt your former joys, 
And now in woe your lives do lead: 
Feeding on nought but dire annoys, 
Thinking your grief:, all griets excced ; 
Aſſure yourſelves it is not ſo: 
Lo here a fight of greater woe. 
Hap:eſs 
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Hapleſs Hieronimo was my name, 

On whom fond fortune Imiled long: 

But now her flattering ſmiles I blame, 

Her flattering ſmiles hath done me wrong. 
Would I had died in tender years: 
Then had not been this caule of tears, 


I Marſhall was in prime of years, 

And won great honour in the field: 

Until that age wy ſilver d hairs, 

My a head h overſpread. 
nn len I war and ſtaid at home t 
And gave my honour to my ſun. 


23 my _ only child, 
Prickt forth by tame's aſpiring wings: 
Did fo behave him in the — 
That he prince Balthazer captive brings. 
And with great honour did preſent 
Him to the king incontinent; 


The duke of Caſtile's daughter then 

Deſir'd Horatio to relate: 

The death of her beloved friend, 

Her love Andrea's woeful fate. | 
But when ſhe knew who had him lain; 
She vow'd ſhe would revenge the ſame. 


Then more to vex prince Balthazer, 
Becauſe he flew her chiefeſt friend : 
She choſe my ſon for her chief flower, 
Thereby meaning to work revenge. 
But mark what then did ſtraight befall z 
To turne my ſweet to bitter gall. | 


Lorenzo then to find the cauſe, 

Why that his ſiſter was unkind : 

At laſt he found within a pauſe, 

How he might ſound her ſecret mind. 
Which for to bring well to effect: 
To fetch her man he doth direct. 


* 


Who 
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Who being come into his fight, - 
He threatneth for to rid his lite : 

Except ſtraightways he ſhould recite, 


His fiſter's love, the cauſe of itrife. 


Compel'd therefore t' unfold his mind: 
Said with Horatio ſhe's combin'd. 


The villain then, for hope of gain, 
Did ftraight convey them to the place 
Where theſe two lovers did remain, 
Joying in ſight of others face. 
And to their foes they did impart 
The place where they ſhould joy their heart, 


Prince Balthazer, with his comperes, 
Enters my bower all in the night, 
And there my ſon ſlain they uprear, 
The more to work my greater ſpight. 
But as I lay and took repoſe : 
A voice I heard, whereat I roſe, 


And finding then his ſenſeleſs form, 
The murderers'I ſought to find, 
But miſling them I ſtood forlorn, 
As one amazed in his mind, 
And rent and pull'd -my-filver'd hair, 


And curs'd and damn'd each thing was there. 


And that I would revenge the ſame, 
I dipt a napkin in his blood: 
Swearing to work their woeful bain, 
That fo had ſpoil'd my chiefeſt good. 
And that I would not it forget : 
It always at my heart I kept, 
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THE SECOND PART. 
To the fame Tune. X 


HEN, Iſabella, my dear wife, 
Finding her ſon bereav'd of 
And loving him dearer than life : 
Her own band ſtraight doth work her death. 
And now their deaths doth meet in one: 
My griefs are come, my joys are gone. 


Then frantickly I ran about, 
Filling the air with mournful groans, 
Becauſe I had not yet found out 
The murtherers to eaſe to moans. 
I rent and tore each thing I got, 
And ſaid, and did, I knew not what. 


Thus as I paſt the ſtreets, hard by 

The duke of Caſtile's houſe, as then 

A Letter there I did eſpy, 

Which ſhow'd Horatio's woeful end. 
Which Bellimperia forth had flung, 
From priſon, where they kept her ſtrong, 


Then to the court forthwith I went, 

And of the king did juſtice crave, 

But by Lorenzo's bad intent, 

I hindred was, which made me rave. 
Then vexed more I ſtamp'd and frown'd, 
And with my poniard ript the ground. 


But falſe Lorenzo put me out, 
And told the king then by and by, | 
That frantickly I ran about, 
And of my ſon did always cry, | 
And ſaid *twere good I would reſign : 
My marſhal-ſhip, which griev'd my mind. 


FRI hy of 
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3 The duke of Caftile hearing then | 
Her Idid grodge fill at his for, 
A Did ſend for me to make us friends: 
| 


. To ſtay the rumour then : 
. Whereto I ſtraigbtway gave conſent : 
Although in heart I never meant. \ 


4 Sweet Bellimperia comes to me, 
4 Thinking my ſon I had forgot, 
To ſee me with his foes agree, 
| The which I never meant, God wot: - 
Bot when we knew each other's mind, 
To work revenge a mean [ find. 


| Then bloody Baltazar enters in 
| Entreating me to ſhow ſome ſport 
Unto his father and the king: | 
That to his nuptial did reſort. 
Which gladly I prepar'd to ſhow. 
NE Becauſe | knew lrould work theit woe, 


| And from the Chronicles of Spain, 

| I did record Eraſtus life, 

=P And how the Turk had him fo ſlain : 

| And ſtraight revenge wrought by his wife. 
Then for to act this Tragedy, | 
I gave their parts immediately. 


Sweet Bellimperia Baltazar kills, 
Becauſe he flew her deareſt friend; 
And I Lorenzo's blood did ſpill, 
And eke his ſoul to hell did ſend, 
Then died my foes by dint of knife; 
But Bellimperia ends her life, 


Then for to ſpecify my wrongs, 
With weeping eyes and mournful hart, 
I ſhew'd my fon with bloody wounds, 
And eke the murtherers did impart. 
And faid my ſon was as dear to me 
As thine, or thine, though kings you be. 


F 
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But when did behold this thing, 
Now I — their only ſons ; 
The duke, the viceroy, and the king, 
Upon me all they ſtraight did run. 
To torture me they do prepare, 
Unleſs I ſhould it ſtraight declare, 


But that I would not tell it then, 
Even with my teeth I bit my tongue, 
And in deſpite did give it them, | 
That me with torments ſought to wrong, 
Thus when in age I fought to reſt, 
Nothing but forrows me oppreſt. 


They knowing well that T could write, 

Unto my hand a pen did reach, 

Meaning thereby I ſhould recite, 

The authors of this bloody fetch, 
Then fained I my pen was naught, 


And by ſtrange ſigns a knife I ſought. 


But when to me they gave the knife, 

I kilbd the duke then ſtanding by, 

And eke myſelf bereav'd of life, 

For I to ſee my ſon did hie. 
The kings that ſcorn'd my griefs before, 
With nought can they their joys reſtore. 


Here have you heard my tragick tale, 
Which on Horatio's death depends, . 
Whoſe death I could anew bewail, 
But that in it the murderers ends. 
For murder God will bring to light, 
Though long it be hid from man's fight, 


Printed at London, for H. Gofſon. 
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EDITIONS 


OF this Play Mr. Hawkins ſays there are many Editions, 
viz, 1603, 1615, 1618, 1623, 1633; and one without a date 
« printed by Edward Allde, amended of ſuch groſs blunders 
« as paſſed in the firſt,” None of theſe ſeveral Editions have 
come under my notice except thoſe of 1623 and 1633; but, 
by comparing the collation of Mr. Hawkins with theſe copies, 
I can ſo far bear teſtimony to that Gentleman's accuracy, as to 
think myſelf warranted to follow his Edition of this Play as 

inted in the Origin of the Engliſh Drama, vol. II. Mr. 

kins printed from Allde's Edition, eompared with thoſe of 
1618, 1623, and 1633. r 

The joregoing Ballad is printed from a Black Letter Copy 
in the. valuable ion of Thomas Pearſon, Eſq, It ſeems 
to have been written after the Play. | 
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for any great reputation he 


was much eſteemed, eſpecially 


t 2451] 


7 HOMAS DEKKAR wrote in the reign of James the 
| Firſt, He was, ſays Langbaine , more famous for 
the contention he had with Ben Jonſon for the | Bayes, than 
gained by his own writings. 
He was, wg not _ of * N nd among his 
contemporaries, ſeveral of w with him in wn 

— Richard Brome, — — 


gave him the title of Father. We know very fem particulars 


concerning him. Oldys ſays. he was in the King's Bench 


Priſon from the year 1613 to 16:6, if not longer. We may, 
therefore, conclude that, like the generality of his poetical 
friends, he was in indigent circumſtances. At what time he 
died we do not know with certainty ; but the ſame writer ſays 
he was alive in 1638, and at that time full threeſcore years of - 
age. From a paſſage in the Dedication to Match me in 

publiſhed in 1631, it may be conjectured that he was older 


than Oldys imagines, as he there ſays, F have beene a prieſt 


„ in Apollo's Temple many years, my. voyce is 1 with 
« my age.“ He was a voluminous writer, and beſides a 
number of Pamphlets, of which a liſt is hereafter given of as 
muy as can at preſent be diſcovered, he wrote the following 
8: 

4 The Pleaſant Comedie of Orp Fox ruxArus. As it 
© was plaied before the Queens Majeſtie this Chriſtmas, by 
the Right Honourable the Earle of Nottingham, Lord High 


_ * Admirall of England his Servants, 4to. 1600.“ 


2. ** Satiro-maſtix, or the Untruſſing of the humorous 
% Poet. As it hath bin preſented publikely, by the Right 
** Honorable the Lord Chamberlaine his Servants, and Pri- 
vately by the Children of Paules, 1602, 4to. 1610, 4to.” , 

3. The Honeſt Whore, with the Humours of the Patient 
Men and the Longing Wife, 1604, 4to. 1615, 4to. 1616, 
4to. 1635, gtos L:44 

4. Weſtward Hoe. As it hath beene divers times acted 
by the Children of Paules. Written by Thomas Decker and 
John Webſter, 1607, 4to. 


T P. 112. 


e 5. North- 


#} 


* 14 Comieal Paſſages 


with Rowley and Ford, in 7 


A new 


. applauſe, 
ull, 1612, 4 4 


9. The Second Part of the Honeſt Whore ; with the Hu- 
& mors of the Patient Man, the impatient Wife : the Honeſt 


t good, the Divel is in it. 
A it hath bin lately acted with great. 
% Queenes Majeſties Servants : at the Red B 


* er waded by ſtrong Arguments to turne Curtizan 
er brave refuting thoſe Ar And laſtly, 

of an fo Ilan Brew, where 
„ Scene ends, 1630, 4to.” 

10. A Tragi-Comedy : called, Match mee in Jenks 
2 As it hath beene often preſented ; firſt, at the Bull in St. 
Johns-ſtreet ; and lately, at the Private 2 Houſe in Drury: 
called the PrwozNn1x, 1631, 4to.” 

11. The Wonder of a Kingdome, go, 1636. 

He alſo joined with Maſſin ot — The Vi e 

of Edmonton ; © Middleton 

-- tread in The Roaring Girl, pf 4 with Ford, in The Sun's 
A = plete Liſt of the ſeveral Pamphlets publiſhed by a 


Writer who ſo frequently employed the — is ſcarce to be 


ex - The following is more perfect than any one which 
uith yet appeared: 
1. © The Wonderfull Yeare, 160 3. Wherein i is ſhewed the 
« Picture of London, lying ficke 7 the Plague. At the ende 
« of all (like a merry Epilogue to a dull Pla ) certaine Tales 
« are cut out in ſundry faſhions of 25 to ſhorten the 
lives of long winter nights, that lye watching in the darke 
for us, 4to. 1603. 
Ke: printed in Phenix Britannicus, 1732, vol. I. p. 27. 
2. * The whole magnificent Entertainment given to King 
% James, Queen Anne his Wife, and Henry Frederick the 


6 Prince, upon the: day of his Majeſties ciumphant paſſage 
« * 66 (from | 


1 * ] 


(from the Tower) his honourable Citie, and 
« ber of London, the 1 5th of March, 1603, as well 
« Engliſh as by the ſtrangers, with the Speeches and 
« delivered iy the ſaver} pageanty 4: and, thpls & that 
« before were publiſhed in Latin, now newly jet forth in 
« Engliſh by T Dekker, 4to. 1604.” _ | 

3. * Newes from Hell; brought by the Divel's Carrier, 
44 4ꝗto. 1606.” The running title is, Dives Anſtuere to 
Pierce Pennyleſſe. 9 | _ 

4. * The ſeven deadly Sinnes of London drawn in ſeven 
« ſeverall Coaches, through the ſeven ſeverall Gates of the 
« Citie, Bringing the Plague with them, 40. 1606.” _ 
| 5. Jeſts to make you merryer, 4to. 1607. : 

8 A Knight's Conjuring done in Earneſt, diſcovered in Jeſt, 

to. 1607. | ; 
L 7. The dead Term, or Weſtminſter Complaint, &c. 4to. 1608. 
8. TheGuls Horne Booke, 4to. 1609. This treats of the hu- 
mours and faſhions of the Times among the Gallants and Paul's 
Walkers; alſo at the ordinaries, play-bouſes, and taverns, &c. 
See an Extract from it in the laſt Edition of Shakſpeare, 1778. 

9. Troja nova triumphans, at the receiving Sir John Swine» 
nerton, Kit. into the City of London, 4to. 1612. 

10. * The Belman of London; bringing to light the moſt 
“ notorious Villanies that are now practiſed in the Kingdome, 
« 4th Edition, 1616, 4to.“ | 

There was an Edition of this Pamphlet as early as in 1608, 

11. Dekkar his Dream, 4to. 1620.” „ 

12. Villanies diſcovered by Candle- light, and the helpe 
of a new Cryer, called, O Per ſe O. Being an addition to | 
* the Bel-man's ſecond Night Walke: and laying open to the 
* world of thoſe abuſes, which the Bel-man ( he went 
& 7 th' darke) could not ſee. With Canting Songs, and other 
* new Conceits never before printed. Newly corrected and 
« enlarged by the Author, 1620, 4to.“ | 

13- Thomas of Reading; or, The Six Worthys Yeomen of 
the Weſt : now ſix times corrected and enlarged, 1632. 4 

He was alſo the Author of a Pamphlet, the title- of 
which was wanting in the only copy I have ſeen of it. The run- 
ning titles of the different parts of it are, A Strange Horſe-race ; 
De Diwvil's laft Will and Teflament ; and The Bankrouts Banquet, 
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I 'DRAMATIS PERSONA 


© GASPARO TREBATZI, Duke of Milan, 


CASTRUCH1O, 
S1NEzZ1, 5 7 * 
Prox Ar ro. | | 
FLutr1o. 
| _ Hiyot170, 
' - Martueo. | x 
. FusT160, Brother to VIOLA. 
| | Canpipo, the Patient Man. 
Gon, his Servant. 
Dr. BENEDOISr. 
Friar ANSELMO., 


Cr AMBO, 

Purr. | 

RoGER, Serrant to BELLAFRONTe 
WOM E N. 

"TRY Wife to Cax bibo. 

INFELICIA. 

BELLAFRONT, the Honeſt Whore. 

A Raw. x 
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ACTUS PRIMUS. SCENA PRIMA. 


Enter at one door a funeral, 6 creny Jing on the bewre 'ſeutcheons 
and garlands ba desde See Fi ended by Gaſyaro 
Trebatzi, duke of Sinezi, Pioratto, Fluello, 
and others at another door. 


Enter Hipolito in diſcontented appearance : Matheo, 4 geathmas, 
bis friend, labouring to bold bin back, 55 


| Duke, | | 
EH OLD, + yon comet ſhews his head again ! 
Twice hath he he thus at croſs-turns thrown on us 
2 Prodigious looks; twice hath he troubled 
The waters of our eyes. Sec; he's turn'd wild; 
Go on in God's name. yu 


On afore there, ho. | 
Duke. 


Kinſmen and friends, take from your manly ſides 
Vour weapone, to keep back the deſperate boy 
From doing violence — innocent dead. I 


' 


Come, y are mad. 


t Prodigious] That is, * fo deformed as to be taken for 4 NY 


foretoken of evil. See * ohnſon's and Mr. St 
8 ceyens's Notes on Ling 
I If 


\ 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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250 
I do arreſt thee, murderer : ſet down, 


Villains, ſet down that ſorrow, 'tis all mine. 


I do beſeech you all, for my blood's fake, 
Send beace your milder ſpirits, and let wrath 
* in confederacy with your weapons points; 

he proceed to vex us, let your ſwords 
Seck out his bowels ; — — 


| 61 N . i 


Fare wrong: i "ax open iron you ſee the's dead 
. Hipolito, ; 


Frantic young man, | 
Wilt thou believe thefe gentlemen ? pray ſpeak. 
Thou doſt abuſe my child. and mocł ſt the tears 
That here are ſhed for her: if to behold 
Thoſe roſes wither d that ſet out her cheeks ; 
That pair of ſtars that gave, ber body light, 


| Darken'd and dim for ever; all thoſe rivers 


That fed her veins with warm and crimfon ftreams, 
Frozen and dried up: If theſe be figns of death, 
Then is ſhe dead. Thou, * youth, 

Art not aſham'd to em 

Of funeral tears (a de x has to the why 

As mirth is to the * :) ſham'ſt thou not 

To have them ſtare on thee? Hark, thou art curs'd 


— to thy face, by thoſe that ſearce can ſpeak. 


40. 
My lord. "IP 
Duke, 


What, wauld'ſt thou have? is ſhe not dead? 
Hipolito. 
Oh, you ha? kill'd her by your cruelty. 


Duke, 


THE r n ney 


Due. 
Admit T had, thou kill'& ber now 3 
mne 


ieee kk her pale e 2 $990 
o +2 e 
Or, if not touch her, let me look on her. 

Matheo. 
onde tenor” 


Honour! ſmoak. ; 
| Maths | 
Or, if you lov'd her living, * her now. - 


A well done, fir ; you play the gentleman ; 
henee ; tis nobly done ; away; PW join 
My force to your's, to ſtop this violent torment. 


Paſs on. 1 F152 
Hipolito. 
Matheo, thou do'ſt wound me more. 
Mateo. 


I give you pbyſick, noble — not wounds, 


Oh, well ſaid, well done, a true geatieman : 
Alack! I know the ſea of lovers rage 
Comes ruſhing with ſo ſtrong a tide, it beats | 
And bears 7s Jug all reſpects * life, of honour, 


Of friends, of foes. 2 — » gallant youth, 


Forget her? 
Del. 
Nay, nay, but be patient: 
For why, death's hand hath ſued a ſtrict divorce 
Twixt her and thee, What's beauty but a corſe ? 
What but fair ſand · duſt are earth's pureſt forma? 
Queens' bodies are but trunks to put in worms. 


2 —a barbarous Moor.] I ſuſpect there is an allufign heze to the cha- 
Aer of Aaron tbe Moor, in Titus Andronicus. Make, 


| 


77 


4 
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8 Speak no 1 Ret Gated 1 
| no more my | C Pp de; 
-you fee they are but fits; Inn rule him, I warrant ye,—Aye, 
+ fo, tread SN your grace is here ſomewhat too long al- 
ready. 'Sblood, the jeſt were now, if; having ta en ſome knocks 
0 8. _— he ſhould get looſe again, and, like a mad 
ox, toſs my new black cloaks into the kennel; I muft humour 
his lordſhip.—My lord Hipolito, is it in your ſtomach to go to 


Hipolito. 
| Where is the body ? \ > 
| The body, as the duke hn very wiſely, is gone be worm'd, 
| ; to, | 


I cannot reſt ; Pit meet it at next turn. 
Tu ſee how my love A 2 [Matheo holds Bim in's arms, 


How your love looks! worſe than a ſcarecrow. Wreſtle 
not With me: 3 the great fellow gives the fall tor a ducat. 


| | : Hipolito. 
1 ſhall for myſelf. f 
3 | * ye Matheo. | tees 
I Pray do ſo; leave yourſelf bebind yourſelf, and go whi- 


ther you will. *Sfoot, do you long to have baſe rogues that 
maintain a ſaint Anthony's fire in their noſes (by nothing but 
two-penny ale) make ballads of you? If the duke had but ſo 
much metal in him, as is in a cobler's awl, he would ha' been 
a vex'd thing; he and his train had blown you up, but that 
their powder has taken. the wet of cowards: you'll blood 
4 three pottles of Alicant, by this light, if you follow 'em ; and 
then we ſhall have a hole made in a wrong place, to have 
ſurgeons roll thee up, like a baby in ſwaddliug clouts. 


What day is to-day, Mathe? ; | 
I the great fellow gives the fall for a ducar.) See A; you like in, A. 1. 


S. 2. | | | 
4 three pottles of Alicant,) This wine appears to have been a favourite 
| Jiquor #t the time Dekkar wrote. Blount, in his Glofſographia, ſays, 
it is called from © Alicante, the chieſeſt town of Murcia in Spain, where 
4 great ſtore of mulberries grow, the juice whereof makes the true icant 


46 wine.“ a 
A _ﬀ Matbeos. 


* 
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Matheo. 
Yea, marry, this is an eaſy queſtion: my to-day wine 
fee, Thurſday. 6 prot, 7 


Oh, Thu ! 
by _ Mathes. | * 


Here's a coil for a dead commodity! "afoot, . 
chey are alive, are but dead commodities ; PO OR 
one woman lie upon a_ men's 

Hipolito. 

She died on Monday then. | +99 

Matheo. | 

And that's the moſt villainous day of all the week to 

die in: and the was well, and > CCS 


Monday morning. | 
Hipolito. 
Aye? it cannot be | 
Such a bright taper ſhould. burn out ſo ſoon, 
Matheo, 


O! yes, my lord. So foon! why, I ha' kn 2 
dinner have been as well, and had ſo much health, that they 
were glad to pledge it; yet, before three three o'clock, v. re born 
found dead drunk. 

Hipolito. | 


On Thurſday buried! and on Monday died ! 
Quick haſte, by” r lady: ſure her winding ſheet 
Was laid out "ore her body ; and the worms, 
That now muſt feaſt with her, 1 — 
And ſolemnly invited, like ſtrange gueſts, 


1 feeders they — 9 my lord, e your 
er, or young courtier enter upon an man's (Fencher 
without bidding, ; IP | 

Hipolito. | 


Curs'd be that day for ever, that robb'd her £8 
Of breath, and me of bliſs! henceforth let i it ſtand M 
Within the wizard's book (the kalendar) 

Mark'd with a marginal finger, to be choſen 
By thieves, by villains, and black murderers, 
** 
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I henceforth this adulterous bawdy world 
| Be got with child with treaſon, ſacrilege, 
Atheiſm, rapes, treacherous friendſhi ogg td 
e (the begyar's fin), lies (ths fn of ul, | 
damn'd impieties, | 


On — but my Infeliceꝰs end, 
Or on a dead man's ſcull draw out mine on. 


- 


Hipolito. 
If ever whilſt frail blood through my veins run, 
On woman's beams I throw affe&ion, 
Save her that's dead: or that I looſely fly 
To th' ſhore of any other wafting eye, 
Let me not proſper, heaven. I will be true, 
Even to her duſt and aſhes: could her tomb 
Stand, whilſt I liv'd fo long, that it might rot, 
That ſhould fall down, — Yy 
If you have this ſtrange monſter, honeſty, in your belly, 
why 1o 5 jig-makers and chroniclers ſhall pick ſ — — 
of you: but and I ſmell not you and a bawdy- out 
within oro days, let my noſe be 2 N an Englih — 
pudding. . Fl! follow your lordſhip, gh it be to the | 
aforenamed. [Exeunt, 


s jig-makers] i. e. ballad-makers, See Note 35 to Edward II. vol. II. 
p. 352. A 


SCENE 


THE HONEST WHORE „ 

s O EN E H. 
Enter Fuſtigo re 22 
Fuſtigo. 


How os, Potter, will ſhe come? 
ls; | Porter, 
If I may truſt a woman, fir, ſhe will come. 
| Fuftigo, off Nie 
There's for thy pains; Godamercy, if ever 1 ſtand in 
need of a wench that will come with a wet finger, Porter, 
thou ſhalt earn my money before V e in Milan; 
yet ſo, God ſa? me, ſhe's mine own fiſter, body and ſoul, as I 
am a chriſtian gentleman. Farewel, I'll ponder till ſhe come: 
thou haſt been no bawd in 2 this woman, I aſſure thee. 


ortere 
No matter if I had, fir ; better men than Porters are bamds. 


Fuftigo. ; 
© God, fir, many that Nas, Ao offices. But, Porter, art 
ſure thou went'{ into a true houſe ? N 
Porter. 
I think ſo, for I met with no thieves, 
F Fu %. 
Nay, but art ſure it was m fiter Viola ? | 
orter. 
,n, . 
| 80. | f 
Not very tall? 
Porter. 


Nor very low, a _—_—_y ing woman. | 
| 1 ufligo, | | 
'Twas the, faith, twas the; a pretty plump cheek, like | 


mine, 


an. like you. 


Godſo, I would not for a ducat the had kick'd up her heels, 
for I ha' ſpent an abomination this voyage, marry, I did it 
amongſt 
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- amongſt failors and tlemen. There's 
* e ren) bone fe 


I am in your debt, fir, God preſerve you. 
Enter Viola. 


4 | F, 
Not ſo dane, good a godflid, yonder ſhe comes,— 
Siſter Viola, I am glad to ſee you ftirring : tis news to hare 


me here, ist not, fiſter ? 
Viola. 


Yes, truſt me: I wonder d who ſhould be fo bold to ſend 
for me.—You are welcome - Milan, brother. | 
go. 
Troth, ſiſter, I heard you were married to a rery rich chuff 
and I was very ſorr uy for it, that I had no'better cloaths, and 
that made me ſend: for you know we Milaners love to ſtrut 


upon Spaniſh leather, —And 8 does all our friends ? 
20 


Very well; you ha' travelled enough now, I trow, to ſow 
your wild oats. 


ye 0, | 
A pox on fem; wild oats! 1 ha' not an oat to throw at a 
horſe. Troth, fiſter, I ha' ſow'd my oats, and reap'd two 
hundred ducats, if I had em here. Marry, I muſt entreat 
you to lend me ſome thirty or forty, till the ſhip come; by 
this hand, I'll diſcharge at = Cas by this hand, 


Theſe are your old oaths, 
Fuffi go. 
Why, ſiſter, do you think — forſwear my hand? 
10 n 
Well, well, you ſhall have them. Put yourſelf into beiter 
faſhion, becauſe I muſt ploy you in a ſerious matter, 
—Paftigo. 
Fll ſweat like a horſe, if I like the matter. 
Viola. 


You ha? caſt off all your old fwaggering humours ? 


offi go. 


I had not fail'd a league in "that great fiſ:-pond (the ſea) 
but 1 caſt up my very gall. 200 
20 


# 8 *. 4 
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1 am the inore ſorry, fot 1 muſt employ a/true fraggerer. 


f ; * , 190, 1 | is 
Nay, by this iron, ſiſter, they ſhall find I am powder and 
touch-box, if they put fire once into me; 3 


* 2 
Then me Cars. | ; 
go we Fase. 
Mine ears are your s, 9 1 0 
0 4 f 6 
I am married to a man that has wealth enough, and wit 
enough. | "4 | | © 
A linen draper 1 
men 7 + - 
; Viola. 


Very true, a grave citizen; I want nothing that a wiſe 
can wiſh from a huſband : but here's the ſpite, he has not 


Gods my life, e or elſe (God bleſs 
us) otie o'theſe whiblins, and that's worſe; and then all 
the children that he gets lawfully of your body, fiſter, are 
baſtards by a ſtatute, Rae | 

Fd 


o, you run over me too faſt, brother. I have heard it oſten 
ſaid, that he who cantiot be angry is no man. Iam ſure 
my huſband is a man 7 in print Rr all things elſe, fare only 
in this, no tempeſt can move him, 


6 mandrake :] © A plant bearing yellow round apples; the root of it 
% is great and white like a radiſh root, and is divided into two or more 
« parts, growing ſometimes like the legs of a man.” Blount's Ge- 


apbia. | N 
90e Mr. Steevens's Note on the Second Part of Henry IV. A. 3. 8. 2. 
7 in print] Exactly, perfectly. So, in Laagh and lie downe, or the 
World's Folly, 1605. Sign. D. 3: —* his looks were ſo demure, his 
2 his graces ſo in order, and his conceits ſo in 
rune, &c.“ 


See alſo the Notes of Mr. Stevens and Mr. Tyrwhitt on Love's Labor 
Loft, p. 419. edit. 1778. a ö 
Fuſtiga. 


Vor, III. R 
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. Shed, would he bad been at fea with us, he ſhould ha 
been mov'd and mov'd again z for I'll be ſworn, la, our 
- | drunkenfhip reed like a Huchm am. 
| | ar Nane ue 1367 P08 
No loſs of goods can incteaſe in him a wrinkle ; no crab. 
bed language make his countenance four; the ſtubbomineſs 
of no ſervant ſhake him; be has no more gall in him than 
a dove, no more ſting than an ant; muſician will he fever 
be, (yet I find much muſick in him) but he loves no frets; 


- - and 4s fo free from anger, that many times Lam ready to bite 


off my tongue, becauſe it wants that virtue which all women's 
tongues have, to anger their huſbands: brother, mine can by 
no thunder turn him into a ſharpiiefs, . [. 
2 Fuftizo. ö | 
. | *Pelike his blood, filter, is well brew'd' then, 
I proteſt to thee, Fuſtigo, I love him moſt affectionately; 
but I know not—LI ha' fuch a tickling within me - ſuch a 
ſtrange longing ; nay, 8 long. 
T go. 
Then y'are with child, ſiſter, by all figns and tokens; nay, 
I am partly a phyſician, and partly ſomething elſe, I ha 
read * Albertus Magnus, and Ariſtotle's problems. | 


f | K 4 Co T 20. ; 
are wide a'the bow-hand fiill, brother: my longings are 
not wanton, but wayward : I long to have my patient huſ- 
band eat 4 a whole porcupine, to the intent the briſtling 
quills may ſtick about his lips like a Flemiſh muſtachio, and 
be ſhot at mo: I ſhall be leaner than the new moon, unleſs I 
can make him horn - mad. . | 
| Fruſigo. 
*Sfoot, half a quarter of an hour does that: make him 2 
cuckold. * 225 | 
Viola. 


Poh, he would count ſuch a cut no unkindneſs, 


Albertus Magnus,] i. e. de Secretis Mulierum, 8. 
| Fuft 120e 
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. 

The honeſter citizen he. Then 9 make him drunk and 
cut off his beard. 88 10 ES. 

Fie, fie; idle, idle; he's no Frenchman, to fret at the loſs 

of a little v ſca'd hair, No, brother, thus it ſhall be; you 
muſt be ſecret, + | 0 #2 
Fuſtigo. | 


Repair to the Tortciſe here in gt. Chriſtopher's ſireet, I will 
ſend you money; turn yourſelf into a brave man: inſtead of 
the arms of your miſtreſs, let your ſword and your military 


ſcarf hang about your neck. 
| ; Fuſtigo. OP 
I muſt have a great 8 French feather too, ſiſter. 
I . , 


O, by any means, to ſhew your light head, elſe your hat 
will fit like a coxcomb : to be brief, you mult be in all points 
a moſt terrible wide-mouth'd ſwaggerer. 

PFuftigo. | 
Nay, for ſwaggering "_ 1 me alone. | 
404. | 

Reſort then to our ſhop, and (in my huſband's. preſence) 
kiſs me, ſnatch rings, jewels, or any thing; ſo you give it 
back again, brother, 1n ſecret, 3 | 


Puftige. 
By this hand, fiſter, 
o wake bim drunk and cut off bis beard.] To cut off the hair of any per- 


ſon was, in our Author's time, a mark of diſgrace, and efteemed a 

great indignity. From the 8025 1 77 an l 11 14 

cc admirable deliverance of 266 Chriſtians, by * ard, Engliſhman, from 

« the captivitie of the Fo who had been Gallys, foe ny pubs in Alex» 

« andria, 1608.” Sign. B. 2. it ſeems to have a practice made uſe by 

the Turks towards their priſoners, © hither were theſe Chriſtians brought 

« the firſt villany and indignitic that was done unto them, was 7 

« having off all the bayre both of heade and beard, thereby to rob them of thoſe 
« ornaments which all Chriſtians make much of, becauſe they beſt become them,” \ 

10d ſeal d hair} i. e. ſcattered, or diſperſed hair. Mr. Lambe, in his 


—- 


Notes on Floddon Field, obſerves, that the word ſcale is uſed in the North 
in the above-mentioned ſenſes. See alſo Mr. Steevens's Note on Coriolanus,. 


A. 1. 8. I, 


R 2 Fialas 


* 


Pd 
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, 3. 


r 
| Nay, I'll ſwear after 400 4 car 


| wo | 
Swagger worſe than a lieutenant among freſh-water ſoldiers; 

call x berg love, your ingle, your couſin, or ſo; but {iſter, 

at no . Wanne 


No, no, it ſhall be couſin; e cuz, that's the gulling 


word between the citizens? wives and their old dames that man 


for a bawd, 


cc aloofe thoſe two tame pigeons, and thou 


em to the garden; to call you one o'mine ** aunts, fiſter, were 


as good as call you errant whore: no, no, let me alone to 
couzen you rarely. X Toy 


Nola. c 85 
He has heard I have a brother, but never ſaw him, therefore 
- put on a good face. 10D eng 
, Fuftigo, 
. - s 
4 


Take up wares, but pay nothing; rifle my boſom, my 
ket, my purſe, the boxes for money to dice withall ; but, 
— you muſt give * again in ſecret, 
3 ig0. 
By this welkin that here roars, I will, or elſe let me never 
know what a ſecret is. Why, fiſter, do you think PI ** coney- 
catch you, when you are my couſin? god's my life, then 


i aunts] Aunt was a cant word for a woman of no virtue, generally 

So, in Dekker's Bel/=man's Njight-walkes, Sign. G: © Be 

dc not ſo guld, be not fo dull in underflanding do thou but followe 
alt 


tt uncle lies by it all that night, to make his kins-woman one of mine 
cc cunts.” See alſo Mr. Steevens's Note on Winter's Tale, A. 4. S. 2. 

32 coney-catch | Coney-catch is to cheat or defraud. So a concy-catcher 
was, the common name of a cheat, or oe In Blunt Maſter Conſtable, 


1602, A. + - Curvetto ſays: © Felony cony=catching ſlave.” To 
which Friſco replies: Teen will bear an action. I'll cony-catch 


« you for this.” Robert Green, who Dr. Johnſon obſerves, was one of 
the firſt amongſt us who made a trade of writing Pamphlets, publiſhed 
ſeveral deſcribing the different modes of cheating, or coney-catching, uſed 
in his time. | 

' j I were 
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1 were a ſtark aſs, If I fret not his guts, 15 beg me fora 
fool. a «Gheg: | 1 
N and do fo thes, Farewel. 
: 7 . * F 11 
The Tortoiſe, ſiſter ? T'll ay there; forty ducats, Zeit. 8 
Thither Ill ſend : this law can none deny, 
. ho, : | [Exit. 


Women muſt have their longings, or they 


SCENE 11. 
Gaſparo the Duke, Dofor Benedict, two Servants. 
Dale. 


G IVE charge that none do enter, lock the doors ; 
And, fellows, what your eyes and ears receive, 


Upon your lives truſt not the gadding air X 
Na the leaſt part of i. — The glaſs the hour · glas. 
Here, my lord. 3 | 
Dake. 
Ah, tis near ſpent. 


But, doctor Benedict, does your art ſpeak truth? 

Art ſure the ſoporiferous ſtream will ebb, 

And leave the cryſtal banks of her white body ; 

Pure as they were at firſt, juſt at the hour ? | 
Doctor 


Juſt at the hour, my lord. 


| 


13 beg me for a fool.] Sir William Blackſtone, in his f 
vol. I. P- 303: ſays: © By the old common law there is a writ de idiota 
© inquirendo, to enquire whether a man be an idiot or not: which muſt be 
© tried by a jury of twelve men; and, if they find him purus idiata, the 
profits of his lands, and the cuſtody of his perſon, may be granted by 


A the king to ſome ſubject who has intereſt enough to obtain them.” 


2 obſerves that this power, though of late very rarely exerted, is 
1 1 to in common ſpeech by that uſual expreſſion of begging a man 
a 


Dake. 


R 3 
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F Dale, 

Uncurtain her. 2 
Softly, ſweet Doctor. What a coldiſh heat 
Spreads over all her body!  _ 


The vital ſpirits that by a fleepy chm. 
Were bound 3s faſt, and threw an icy ruſt 
On her exterior parts, ar gin to break: 
Trouble her not, my lord. , w 
Some ſtools, You call'd 


For muſick, did you not? oh, ho, it ſpeaks, 
It ſpeaks. Watch, firs, her wakipg, note thoſe ſands. 


= 


Doctor, ſit down: a dukedom that ſhould weigh mine 


Own down twice, being put into one ſcale, 
And that fond defperate boy Hipolito 

Making the weight up, ſhould not (at my hands) 

Buy her i' th' rother, were her ſtate more light 

Than her's, who makes a dowry up with alms. 

Doctor, II! ftarve her on the Appennine, 

Ere he ſhall marry her. I muſt confels, 

Hipolito is nobly born: A mn c 

Did not mine enemies blood boil in his veins, 

- Whom I would court to be my ſon-in-law ; 

But Princes, whoſe high ſplerns for empire ſwell, 

Are not with eaſy art made parallel. ; 


| 2 Its 
She wakes, my lord! | 
5; on > 
Look, Doctor Benedict. 


I charge you, on your lives, mältitikn for truth 
Whate er the Doctor or myſelf aver; 


For you ſhall bear her hence to Bergamo. 


* 


HE es = 80s, x... of 
Oh god, tit Brkt drexfil $ 
| Lady, : q 
"a Melis. 
Ha! Le 


Nie 


75 Dale. 


THE-HONEST —_ 1 
Girl! — 
Why, Infelicis! f. How e be ek. 


TY Dale. EF, 


Thou wert not ſo een pow. - Sickneſs's hand. 5 - _— 
Laid hold on thee even in the dead(t of St | 


And when a cup, crown'd with thy lover's health,  -— 
Had touch'd thy Iips, a ſenfible cold der 


Stood on thy c as 1 { hes denth had wept 
To ſee ſuch beauty alter'd. 
Infeliciq. 


I remember. 
I fat at banquet : bur le no ſuch change, 


Thou haſt forgot then EL. a em 
Came wildly in, with this unſavoury 


That he was deag. 
Intl. 

What meſſenger ? who's dead ? 

Hipolito. Alack, wring not thy hands ! ! 

leis. 

no ſuch news. 


Dac tor. 
Truſt me you did, ſweet lady. 
| Duke, 


I ſaw no meſſenger ; ; heat 


La' you now. we if 

2 e | 4 
Dale. 

La' you now; tis wal God knows, 


You ha'flain him, and non 505 murder me. | 


14 — ;n the deadſi of feaſti J i i. e. in the midſt ; taken from the vulgar 
2 concern vighs "ORs in abe dead of night, for the middle 


* 
R 4 Duke, 


1 * 


eke. o et immature er! N 


Why 1 you now; you'll not believe me. Friends, 


Sweat we not all? | we not much to do? 

2 Servant. ; 
Yes indeed, my lord, mich. | 4 
Duke. 


Death drew ſuch fearful — in 
That, were Hipolito alive | wy — 
25 I'd kneel and woo the noble g 

To be thy huſband. Now I fore repent 

My 2. to him, and his family. 

Nay, do not weep for him: we all muſt die. 
Doctor, this place whers The ſo oft hath ſeen 


His lively preſence, haunts . gg it not ? 


It does, it does. 
Thereiore, ſweet girl, tho: * to Bergamo. 
cia. 


Even where you will» 0 pens there's woe, 
+ A coach is ready; Bergamo doth ſtand 


In'a moſt whollome air; ſweet walks ; there's deer. 


15 Pd bel] AUl the editions read I"! bee, 


it 


Aye, 


EF , i OMG ELLE” TE 


MRP EAT SES PST 
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thou ſhalt hunt and ſend us veniſon, . 
ich, like ſome Goddeſe i 
Thine own fgir hand 
To ſtand, and how tg | : aye, ſhe 
Caſt off this ſorrow. ys girl, and — 


This ni to ride aws to * +. 
nnen, 1 


Follow it clofe. 
(Fay Bee o bei v u ne, 
Or that her ghoſt walks now after ſhe is dead z 
Ill hang you if you name a 

1 Servant. 


u ſpeak Greek, my lord, ere I ſpeak that deadly word. 
Oye nog lian. 


2 


e 


% 
ho > It Sa. 


way 
Did you plexion | 
1 gy O! would twęre true! 
: * Date, | 
may, my 
May! How? I wiſh hi reg 
s . 
Doctor. 1. 
And you may haye your wiſh : Wees Wo” 
And 'tis a ſtrong ſpell to rip up his grave, | 
I have good know with ipalito: 17 70 
He calls me friend; ll creep into his boſom, | 
And fling him there to death on 


Perform it; Tl create thee half mine heir, \ * 
Dactr or. | 4 
arne 


Greatneſs hides in; de guile upon my foul, IE. 


ö e - 
1 


. ane eee 
8. C E N E 11 . 


n ee, 


0 welle, Gatt's hs 
IGNIOR uren. ior Pl en 
" thall's play the Cm. 


Io. ; 
" Apo, any thing that ily e child of Rehe, 1 


THC hu, 0s 


Truth, I have a pretty ſportive conceit new. crept into, | 
brain, will more excellent mirth. | wel 
Pioratto. 


Lets ha't, let's bat; and oh ſhall the ſcene of mirth lie? 
rc 10. 

At Ggniar Candido's houſe, the patient man; way, the 
monſtrous patient man: they ſay his blood is immoveable; 
chat be has taken all patience eee 
from a woman. Py 


That makes ſo many wy * days. 
rachio, | 
Aye, and fo many W too. me 
Puratio. 


Well, fir. * 


Caftrichio. 

To conclude; the report goes, he's ſo mild, fo affable, ſo 
ſuffering, that nothing indeed can moye him. Now, do but 
think what ſport it will be to make this fellow (the mirror of 
patience) as angry, as vext, * as mad as as Engliſh cugkold, 


O! were admirable mirth, that: but how, wilt be dope, 


fignior ? 
Caftrachio. ' 
Let me alone; I have a ich a conceit, a A device 
will ſting him, Faith, if he Have but a thimbleful. tg blood ip's 


belly, or a ſpleen not fo big as 17-a tavern token. 
Pioratto, 


37 @ tavern token] During the reign of Queen Elizabeth, and from 


thencefarward to that of Charles the Second, very little braſs or copper 
money 


- 


hy 
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Thou ſtir him! thou move him! thou anger him! Alas! 
I know his approved temper. Thou vex him! why he has a 

« patience above man's injuries: thou may ſt ſaoner raile a ſpleen 
in an angel than rough humour in him. Why, ll give you 
ing it: this wonderfully temper d fignior Candids upon. . 
a time invited home to his houſe certain Neapolitan lords, of © 
curious taſte, and no mean palates; ** conjuring his wife af 
all loves, to prepare cheer fitting for ſuch honourable trencher- 
men. She (juſt of a woman's. nature, covetous to try the ut» 
termoſt of vexation, and thinking at laſt to get the ſtart of his 
humour) willingly neglected the preparation, and became un- 
furniſh'd not only of dainty, but of ordinary diſhes. He (ac- 
cording to the mildneſs of his breaſt) entertain'd the lords, and 
with courtly diſcourſe beguiled the time, as much as a citizen 
might do. To conclude; they were hungry lords, for there 
came no meat in; their ſtomachs were plainly gull'd, and their 

teeth deluded, and (if anger could have ſeized a man) there 
was matter enough, faith, to vex any citizen in the world, if 
n, 20 | 

Aye, I'll ſwear for't: sfoot, had it been my caſe, I ſhould 
have ha play'd mad tricks with my wife and family; . firſt, I 
would ha” ſpitted the men, ſtew'd the maids, and baked the 
miſtreſs, and ſo ſerved them in. | | 
Pioratts 
Why, would ha? temper'd any blood but his ; 


money was coined by authority. For the convenience of trade, vidtual- 
les and other tradeſmen, without any reftriftion, were therefore | 
mitted to coin ſmall money, or tokens as they were called, which were 
uſed for change. Theſe tokens were very ſmall pieces, and probably at 
firſt coined chiefly by tavern-keepers ; from whence the 9 
tavern toben might have been origi derived. Amongſt other | 
phraſes to deſcribe drunkenneſs, it appears from  Philocorhoni/ia, 1635 
p- 60. that to ſwallow a tavern token was one. Cob, in Every Man in 
bis Humour, A. 1. S. 4. ſays, in anfwer to Maſter Matthew's queſtions | 
„Was he drunk?“ „ Prunk, fir ? you hear not me ſay ſo. -Pexhaps 
© he ſwallow'd a tavern token, or ſome ſuch device, fir, I have nothing to 
> do withal.“ | J 
1 Ls . . 

casj ur ing bis wife of all loves] See Note 95 to Gammer Guriten's 

Neale, v II. 7 * N . * And 
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And thou, to vex him! .thou-th anger him ran 
ber | 


ruchio, 
Food, n Pioratto oy prog: my conceit) T 
wage a1 ucats upon the on't, 0 frets 
him, and galls him, . ON 


*4 


Done: la 9 E we fi 

1 . a lay; join on't, 5 

Flueſto, ' i | wr 
Witneſs : *tjs done. s 


Come ſollow me: the houſe is not far off. 2 
Fil thruſt bim from his bumour, vex his „ 
K nn [Exepnt, 


0 


Fee. | 
Ear Cid Wife, George, and tw Preis in he Jug 


| our ou, put up your wares in order here: * 
| 0 you 5 yh. you, — piece caſt e another that 
way, you had need have a patient maſter indeed? 
Geor Ze. 
Aye, Tu be ſworn, for 1 a curſt miſtreſs. 4 
"You wianble ! Do you mumble ? I wok; r maſter or 
J could be a note more angry: for two patient folks in a houſe 
ſpoil all the ſervants that ever ſhall come under them. 
R 
Lou patient! aye, ſo is the devil when he is horn-mad. 


Ester Caſtruchio, Fluello, ana Pioratto, 


All three, © 
" Gentlemen, what do you lack ? what i is't you buy ? See fine 
hollands, fine cambricks, fine lawns. 


Arn hands, See Note 170 The Moyo of eee 
George, 
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What is't you lack? uwY 

£443 k 7 2 Prentice. N * 
What is't you buy? 8 W 
Where's ſignior Candido, thy maſter ? \\ 


2 f 
Faith, fignior, he's a little 2 he'll appear preſently, 
| Fellow, let's fee a lawn, a choice one, firrah. . 


George, © 76 i 63 wort 

The beſt in all Milan, i, and this is the piece. I 
can fit you, gentlemen, with fine callicoes too for doublets ;z- 
the only ſweet faſhion now, moſt delicate and courtly:-a meek 
gentle callico, cut upon two double affable taffatas ; ah, moſt 
neat, feat, and unmatchable. "4s * 

A notable voluble-tongu'd villain. 

. Pioratto. , 
I warrant this fellow was never begot without much prating. 
What, and is this ſhe, ſay'ſt thou ? 2 


George. 

Aye, and the pureſt the that ever you finger'd fince you were 

a gentleman : look bow even ſhe is; look how clean the is ; 

ha! as even as the brow of Cynthia, and as clean as your Jons- 
and-heirs ä all. * 4 

Puh! thou talk'ſt— Pox on't, dis rough. a 


e | 1 
How ! Is ſhe rough? But, if you bid pox on't, fir, *will - 


take away the roughneſs preſently, 


at. 
Ha, fignior, has he fitted your French curſe? 


YE George. 
Look you, gentlemen, here's another ; compare then, 1 


of 


pray : compara Virgilium cum Homero, compare virgias with _ 


arlots. 
Caftruchio, | 
Puh! I ha' ſeen better; and as you term them, evener ard 


x 


* A 
o 


Caftruchio. 
| 0¹ 1 . I 
Come, come, we'll ery in-ſome ocher ſhop. 
Candide. 
How now ? what's the matter? 


George. . 
The gentlemen find faule with this lawn ; fall ove with, 
| and without a cauſe too. | 


Without a cauſe! 
And that makes you to let em paſs away. 


R you, gentlemen? N22 7 
Fluelbo, 


WELD ' 


Makes the bener for the jeſt, 
0 Cuando. 
I pray come near. V are very welcome, gallants ; 
Fray pardon my man 's rudeneſs, for I fear me 
- :He's talk'd above a *prentice with you.—Lawns ! 
Look you, kind gentlemen=—this !-—no :—Aye, this: 
Take this, upon my honeſt-dealing faith, 


To be a true weave; not too hard, nor lack, 
But e en as far from falſhood, as from black. 


* 
Well, how do you rate it ? 

Candids. 
Very conſcionably ; eighteen mm a yard, 

ruchio. 
That's too dear. How many yards does the whole piece 
contain, think you? 
Candido. 


Why, ſome ſeventeen yards, I think, or thereabouts. How 
much would ſerve your turn, I pray? 


iE en, 


Caftraichio. wy _T 
wundere deu i wer beer wo} x $4 
. Candide. AE 4 
Truth, mn 1 
Well; let me have then hole North. | 
- let me have then—a w he: ., 
m_ 1 55 
Ha, ha! y'are a ntleman, 
A penn'orth . 
pen orb, I ſay 7 3 
Of lawn ! N 8 


Cad ruchio. 
Of lawn? aye, of lawn, a penn'orth. - Sblood wt not 
hear ? a whole penn'orth ; are you deaf? 
Candido, 
Deaf! no, fir : but I mult tell you, 


Our wares do ſeldom meet ſuch cuſtemers. 


Caftruehio. 
Nay, and you and your lawns be 1 
well. 
Candide, 


Pray ſtay; a word, pray fignior * for what e ity 
I beſeech you? oY ; 
0. 


Caftruc 
'Sblood, what's that to you? TI'll-baye a penn'orch. 
Candido. 
A penny - worth ! why 19 ſhall : I'll-ſerve you ae. 


Prentice. 


'Sfoot, a penny- worth, 1 f 
A penny- worth! call 1 ay. e gentlemen f . 
Caftr A bio, 
No, no; not there, 
Candida. 


What then, kind gentleman? what at this corner here? 
Caftruchio, 
No, nor there neither ; 
Ill have it juſt in the middle, or elſe not. 


8 | eee 
pod | 1 
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* Juſt i the middle -b = t what, 
— u too 0 
nue you a fingle penny? yo 
Fes, here's one. | ; 
Lepd it 7 * Candidh, 
- it 2 
| me, pray. 3 
———. | 
What, will he the lawn now ? | 
V7 Candide, 
Patience, good wiſe. 


Wife. 
Aye, that patience makes a fool of you Na 
might ba bes, Cats 
rn = 


1 45 
— ber to be = womnn ; , * 


Ig — her language 0 kind foul,  - 5 
* 20 will drive away Wh cuſtomers 


r ⅛˙ àXà <P... _ : 
5 ——— — — ——LUn— A——_ — — . — — — = 
* 
" , 5 
- 


* Coſſomert with a murraiv ! Call youtheſe cuſtomers? 
| Candid. - | 


: | Patience, good wife, _ 
| Pax & your patience! | 
| George, | 
- foot, miltreſy, 1 warrant theſe bis hi com- 
DOLL | Candide. 


Look you gentlemen, there's you ware; 1 thank you, I have 
3 your money ber; PTE 0 ns have your 


wif. 


7 Wik. | ; 
Coon, quoth- a 1 E | | ; 5 
Candiab. 
Let me take more of your — 
fra 


You had need 46. 


Pioratro. iy K. 
Hark i thine er thou't loſt.an hundred due. ty 2 
10. . 
Well, well, 1 know: — Homo 8 
in . 
No, not at ſuch an injury, not at all! 


Sure he's a pigeon, for he yas no gall, 
, u you fate 
Y'are in ve ee = EG. 


Why, gentlemen, 
Shou you S. 


He has my ware, I have his money fort:; 
And that's no argument I am angry: no, 
F 


Oh! but the hatefil name re 
And then cut out i th' middle of 1 
Pah! I gueſs it by myſelf; would 7: 


Were be u linen draper; twould, i faith. 
Candid. 


Fe, tots Kavi anfrer yo forts, 
We're ſet here to pleaſe all cuſtomers, 

Their humours and-their fancies —offend none: 

We get by many, if we loſe by one. 

May be his mind ſtood to no more than that; 

A penn'orth ſerves him: and wongſt trades "tis foundg 
Deny a penn'orth, it may croſs a pound. | 
Oh! he that means to thrive, with patient 7 
Ware. der f. come wo boys apy, 


O wond'rous man, patient bove wrong or wool 
How bleſt were men, if women could be fol -—_ 
And TB Ns rr pleas'd, 
nd to expreſs how is 
And ſatisfied in all a breaker, * oops 
Ill drink unto that gentleman who lately 
Beſtowed his money with me. 


Vol. III. 8 Wife, 


% THE HONEST. WHORB. 
wy lifes. 


i. 


- „. 
eee * 


Enter George. 
Candids, 


Here, wif, begin you o the grntlaman | * 


I begin to him! 9 fg, f 0 
George, fill a | a 
u in: 3 
*T'was my fault, toy hand moe”; Ear George, 
ſtrangely this r 
How t ow! 
A patient man Bald with a 8 ſhrew. > 


A ſilver and gilt beaker ! I have a trick to work upon that 
beaker ; ſure il fret him: it cannot chooſe but vex him, 
Signior Caſtruchio, in pity to thee, I have a conceit will fave 
thy hundred ducats: *rwill dot, and work him to impatience. 


Caftruchio. 
Sweet Flell, ſhould be bouitiul to tht ere 6 


— 
8 1 yr renin welcome 


o pledge 2 — you, that muſt re- 
ecive an hundred ducats. 
Picrati. 


2 1 ahb! The followi — "(he forms 
ig fir — Author's ering is taken from * Th 
4 Ir; jo Iubbub ar the Eo r Rich, 1623, p. 24 


1 D ns ealths uſed by the Spendall: g 
health, hath his preſcribed orders: 


mining his head, het takes 1 full cup in his hand, and ſetting 
7 ek — with a grave aſpe@, hee craves for audience: filence 
CO OOO hee begianes to breath out the name pargſtvonnen 


SS a hs a a 


/ 2 


1 * 1 1 * * 
1 , 1 
* 


* 
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hem d faith, Calruckio 
Tl pledge them deep, i'fai i0s 
Signior Fluello. 5 
| Null. 


come: play't off: to me, 13 5 
I am your laſt man. 8 


So, ſo, good honeſt George ! 
Here, Signior Candido, all this to 
Here, Sig to you. 


O muſt pardo a me, Ted it now, 
h, you N del, 

Will you not pledge me then ? 
ee 


Yes, but not that: 


Great love is ſhown in little. 
Flrello. . 


Blurt on your ſentences Sfoot, you ſhall 
| FR 1 
Indeed I ſhall not. 
Hluello. 
Not pledge me? a beaker then. 
The beaker l Oh, chat at your pleaſure, fir. 
Hall. 


Now by this drink I will. 


©« of ſome honourable perſonage, that is worthy of a better regard, then 
« to have his name polluted at ſo unfitting a time amongſt a company of 
« Drunkards: but his health is drunke to, and he that pledgeth muſt - 
« likewiſe off with his cap, kiſſe his raffen, and bowing himſelte in 
« of a reverent acceptance; when the Leader ſees his er thus 
« pared, hee ſups up his broath, turnes the bottom of the cup upward, and 
« in oſtentation of his dexteritie, gives the cup a phillip to make it cry 
« Twango, And thus the firſt ſcene is ated. : 
The cup being newly repleniſhed to the dreadth of an haire, he that | 
© is the pledger muſt nom beginne his part, and thus it goes ron 
* throughout the whole company, provided alwayes by a canoo ſet downe 
by the Founder, there muſt be three at the till uncovered, til! 
©*the health hath had the full paſſage: which is no ſooner ended, but 
© another begins agzine, and hee drinkes an Health to his Lady of l 


* qworth, or peradventury to his light-bele'd miftrer.” 7 


pledge me al, 


” 


* 7 
4 - 
: 
, 
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Caftruchio, | 

Pledge him, bell do't elſe. (DT. OC FL oe | 1 1 | 

| Fluello. "hr: 


What, i you 2 me now) 
Candido. . 
Tou know me, fir, I am not of that bt. : 
| eo 0930; ieee ene 
Why, then farewel: | | 
Tl bear away the ahn 5 his light, aer s ol | 


| That's as u pleaſe, is very good. 
2 2 FHuello. 


Nay, it doth pleaſe me; and as u f: ts a 
one: Lare, 1er Candido. * 'Y we = 
Pioratto, ; 
Farewel, Candido. LIN 
* Candido D171 fit 1 
are welcome, gentlemen. 
So 1.224 ge | Caſtrucbio. 
Heart not mov d yet?? Ps 
I think his patience is above our wit.  (Exem, 


| Told you before, mitrſy, th were all cheaters, 


Why, fool! why,-tnitband! why, madman! 1 hope you 
will not let them ſneak away fo with a filver and gilt beaker, 
the eſt jo th houſe wo, go fellows make hue and ey aſe 


n 
Lb 

; let ie ſtill, all wi dls. ; #1 
eee hye to the conſtable, 4 
And in calm order wiſh him to attach them; 
Make. no great ſtir, becauſe they're gentlemen, 

And a thing partly done in merriment: 

Tis but a ebene a jeſt; thou knoweſt ; 


Therefore purſue i it 1 Go, begone; | 
05 ar thenb mel] See Note 6 te Gommer Gurton's Needle, vol. Ii. 
1 = 0294 wh 33 | The 


1 


THE HON EST WHORE” | ay: 
The Conſtable's hard · by, nu. en n h 


. cee Bien we, 125855 


See what your patience comes, to. , Every one ſaddles 3 
and rides you; you'll be ſhortly the 2 ſtone-horſe of 
Milan: a woman's well holp'd up with ſuch a * meacock. I 
had rather have a huſband, thet would ſwaddle me thrice a day ; 
than ſuch a one, that will be gull'd twice ia half « an hour. 


I could burn all the wares in m for of 
Oh, meh bo, wy ſhop anger! 


Pray wear a peaceful temper; be my wife, - 
That is, be patient: for a wife and huſband 
Share but one ſoul between them : this being known, 
Why ſhould not one ſoul then agree in noa? [it. 


Hang your agreements —Bir if my beaker be . 


„ | = 


SCENE hc 
K bo gona Fluello, Pioratto and xd George. | 
Candide, 


On here they come. 


The Conſtable, ſir, let em ae W with x me, becuaſe 
there ſhould be no wond'rin ring: he ſtays at door, 


lie « timdieje} tified creature. See Taming of 
Shrew, A. 2. S. 1. and Mr. Steevens's Note thereon. 1 | 

, Again, Hall's Chronicle, Henry IV. fol, 6: «© — depravynge and 

«Pex on Kyng Richarde as an innocent, a meicocke, and not _ to 
« deare the name of a kynge.“ 

Euphues, p. 41: © But happely thou wilt ſay, if I refuſe their curteſie 

© I ſhall be accounted a mecock, a milkſop, ranged and retaunted, &c.“ 

Tarlton's Newgs out of Purgatory, p. 39: © — becauſe he was 4 
t meacocke, and a 2 not daring to draw his ſword to revenge her 

wron ' 

Churdbyard's Worthines *F Wales, p. 39. edit. 1776: © Let us there · 
fore give the charge, oncet upon ** effeminate and meycocke” 


« people,” | 
8.3  Cafiruchio, 


19 
8 
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e 


. 
| Condable, goodman Abram, pes 
| Now, gn C adi e ot h do attack * 7 
andido, ood, w you a us 
Work wy do 


When! auch us! Bo >. Buoy 7 107, et e 
Candido, "© 1 

Nay, ſwear not gullints; | 

Your oaths may move your ſouls, but not more we 

You haye a filver beaker of my * . 


You ſay not true: "us gilt. 


Then you ſay true. 
And being ail, he . — 
9. 
I hope pare not angry, fir. % 6 7 
_ Candido, 
Then you hope right; for I am not angry 
P Pioratio. > RA on 
No, but a liele mod. 
Candide. 
I word! has you were mov d, you were brought hither, 
| Caftrachis. 


But you (out of your a er and impatience) | þ 

Caus d us to be —— 12 
ca. a 5 | ) 

"Nay, you mis place i it 10 
Out of my quiet — I did that, 
And not any wrath. Had I own anger, 
I ſhould have then purſued you with the law 
Aud hunted you' to ſhame ; as many worldlings 
Do build their an ands. 

more's the pity ! Many loſe their hves 

or ſcarce ſo much coin, as will hide their palms : 
Which ie moſt cruel. Thoſe have vexed ſpirits 
That purſoe lives. In this opinion reſt, 
The loſs of millions could moe my breaſt, 


. Thou art a bleſt man, and with peace doſt deal; 
Such a merck ſpirit can bleſs a commonweal. 


>+ 
. 


Condido 


THE HONEST. WHORE 

Gentlemen, — by © _ ng time; 0 
Pray part not hence, but dine with me to- day. 
y pa e eee . 


I never heard a carter yet ſay nay 
To ſuch a motion. I'll not be the firſt, 
3 Pioratio. 


Nor I. | 


Candide, 

The conſtable ſhall bear you company; 
George, call him in; let the world jay what it can, 1 
Nothing can drive me from a patient man, [ Zreunt. 


Enter R with a flool, cuſhion, looking-glaſs, and ** chafing- 
diſh, Thoſe being ſet down, he pulls out of his pocket a viol 
with white colour in it; and two boxes, one with white, 
another red painting; he places all things in order, and a candle 

by them, finging with the ends of old ballads as he does it. At 


laft Bellafront, as he rubs his cheek with the colours, wohifiles 


within, 3 

Ad Webac. Wl | 
| Be front. | 

What are you'playing * rogue about ? 


oger. . 1 
About you, forſooth: Tm drawing up a hole in your white 
10 


ſilk ſtocking, 
| Bellafrant. | | 
Is my glaſs there? and my boxes of complexion ? 


Yes, forſooth; your boxes of complexion are here, I 
think; yes tis here; here's your two complexions.— And if I 
had all the four complexions, I ſhould ne'er fer a face 
upon't, Some men, I ſee, are born under hard- favour d 
ry. as well as women. Zounds, I look worſe now than 

did before: and it makes her face gliſter moſt damnably. 


33 dib. ] To heat th Aal 
chafing-d:ſb.] 80 e poking- irons. There's 


— 4 
—— 
. 


There's Rh in » danbing, I hold a my ie or elſe this is 
en female Powatam.. . OY 1 8050 


ee Bellafront, not "ft r ah a ; ſhe drum; 
| are tr ts * 


 Bellafront. . 
| Where's my ruff and *4 poker, you blockhead ? 


oger. 
| Your ruff, your poker, are ingend'ring together on the cap 
board of the court, or the 25 court cup-board. 


Beilafront. 
Fetch em: bs e nne falter? 


HA 


1 


Wou'd the pox were in your finge unleſs ou could 
leare flinging ; catch— = M „ [Exit, 


lafront, 
Fu catch you, you dog, by and by : do you omadie ? 


[She fog 
* Cupid i is @ med as naked as my nail, ju 
I whip bim ee 7 love fail, 


Royer. 
| There's your ruff, ſhall I poke it? 
Bellafront. 
Yes, honeſt Roger: no, ſtay; pr'ythee, good "ET hold 
here 
| Down, down, drum, diem, 7 fol doen and ariſe; drum, 1 


never ſhall ariſe. 


$8 poker] This inftrument, of which mention is ben made in cen- 
temporary writers, is ſometimes called [at ſick, and at others a poking 
flick. It was uſed to adjuſt the plaits o which were then generally 
worn by the Jadies. Stowe ſays, that theſe icks were mage of 
wood ar bone until about the 16th year of Queen Elizabeth, when they 
began to be made of ſteel. In Mr. Steevens's Note to Winter's Tale, 
A. 4- S. z. many examples are produced, to which it is unneceſſary to 
add more, as during the courſe” of theſe volumes ſuch frequent notice is 
taken of the ruff, and this its neceſſary appendage. 
25 court cupboard] A court cup-board was probably what we call at 
preſem a ſide- board. Mr. Steevens ſays, that two of them are ſtill re- 
Maining in Stationers-Hall, and their uſe is exactly deſcribed, as Mr. 
Nichols obſerves, in the following line from Chapman's May Day, 16117: 

& Court eup-boards planted with flaggons, Cans, Cups, . &c.“ 
SOONER A. 1. 9. 5. . | 
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T — . — ſhall 1. 
roth, you never 


wy, af or — falling trade. 
255 f 


ee ade: * | Bo Ps. 
Troth, miſtreſs, ace like now? - 


Like what you are; a 9 fixpenny raſcal.” 
I may thank you for that; u uh 1 look like an old 


F the devil. 

ont. 

Ud's life, I'll ſtick my knife in pd ou to 
me ſo: What? * # 2 


Well met, pug, the pearl of beauty : umb, umb, 
Efe eu p74 A 1 
D niy'; fa, la, Ia, c. 
II it you, fir ? the worſt of twenty, 2 7 K kera la, 
Pox on you, how doſt thou hold my glaſs ? | 


Why, a5 T hold your door, wich "I fingers. | | 
thee, ſweet hon Ro hold u hendfone ; 
Sing CREE wwarble, 7 Roger, ha gueſs to-day wa 


Ill lay my little maidenhead; = noſe itches 
I ſaid fo too laſt night, when our fleas as | 
Bellafront. 


oY 7 


Roper. 


NAP ruff now. My gown, my gown ! have I my | 


** Where's my fall, Roger? = 265 [One bnocks. 
Reger. 
26 Where's my fall] From the following paſſages in the Malecontenr, 8 * 


A. 5. S. 3. the fall appears to have been a part of dreſs worn about the 
neck as ruffs were, but different from chem: «© There is ſuch à deal of 


7 « pinning 


aff THE HONEST: Wolz ; 


Roger.) 
* Your fall, forfooth, - is behind. 


Bellafront. 
Gods my pittikins, ſome — or other knocks. 
Shall I open to the fool, miſtrel ; a dl perf I 


Bellafront, 
And all theſe baubſes lying thus? Away with ic 
Aye, aye, knock and be damn'd, whoſoever you : 2 
give the freſh ſalmon line ml let him come 1 2 
ſhall ſerve for my breakfaft, tho he £0 againſt my — © 
[Roger fetches 1 uello, C an . 


. Morrow, cu. 1 
cherche. | 


How does my * 50 uaintance? : 
ioratto, 7 


© Save! thee, little marmoſet ; how doſt thou, good Preuy 
rogue? 18 
aur. | 
Wen, Godamercy, » good pretty raſcal. 
Roger, folks light, I afro | 


You ſhall, fignior ; for = that live dene in this vale of 
miſery, are as dark as hell. Las: for a candle; 


| Enter Roger. 
Pioratto. 
It may be ale ger: for it plays with my noſe aleaty 


2 nning theſe ruffs, when a "es clean Fall i is worth them all.“ Again, 
If you ſhould chance to take a nap in the afternoon, your falling 
« band requires no poking ſtick to recover his form.” They ſeem to 
| have deen ſomething like bands, but larger. It muſt, however, be ac- 
Knowledgee, that they might be a ſpecies of the ruff; for, i in b and 
he downe, or the Worlds Folly, 1605, it is ſaid, © thee ſat with her 


« poting ficke, fiffening a fall: "and pging the Ballet, &c.“ 
| Roger, « 


ma La La es 


ACS. FF Pra 


e , ß,, was; 


= as # 


« veſſell tyll the 
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28 |; 
* 4% 
* 


N dee, $190 1 
Here's another , 


| Wha, yu ied eral, wha thr you eh, 7 
* 
1 ay, God ſend ws we light of heaven, or ſome more angels. 
e (nals half of it. ; 
. lool ſich fore wine, genclemen, and drink half oki. 
8 Nuab. 
2 2 * Cafiruchis, ' 
No, let me ſen Pb : 
I Fluell. 
Hold, you canker-worm. 


4 


You ſhall ſend both, if you 2 ſigniors.. | | 
Pioratto. 27 B04 
Stay, what's beſt to drink a mornings ? 


{4 


Royer. 
27 Tpocras, fir, for my miſtreſo, e ee it, i moſt der 6 


her, 
FHlucilo. 
— there then, hers» * in for you, you b. 


Right, ir; here's three thilkngs and . for a 74 
and a *9 ' mancher. Leut. it, 


27 Tpecras] Or Ypoeras. The following receipt for makingetisl bo 
is extracted from Strutt's View of the Manners, &c. of the Inbabiranes of 
2 vol. III. . 74 where it is copied from Arnold's Chronicly of 

The Crafte to make Ypocras. © Take 6 _ of red wyne, | 
—_ an ouhce of 'ſynamon, and dall an once (ounce) of | 
of an unnce of greynes and longe peper, and half a pounde of ſuger, 
* and broſe all this (not too fmall), and than put them in « bags of 
«© wullen cloth, made therefore, with the wine, and lete 1 it bange over 4 
be rune thorowe.“ 

25 !/o-7]} A com worth about 18d. fterling. 

mancher] or fire white bread. © Panis primarius, a 6. had. 
** miche, Panis candidior et purior, hoc dim. a Lat. Mica. q. d. Micula. 


„Skin.“ Junius's Erymologicon. 
Caftrachis, 


gynger, a wi; | 


—— — — — iy 
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_ 6 alluded to by 


* 5 . ; 8 * . 6 . 1 Y I * 1 rs * * g ” 
5 l F - 
- © g "= 
Pg F 
- 
=o 
BS 


1 


Caftruchio. 
| Here's moſt herculanean tobacco! ha Kae 


Bellgfronr. 
Foh, not I; makes your breath ſtink, like the of a fox. 
— piſs wh 


At a place, ſweet acquaintance, where your health * dune 
the canaries i nich; you * ha” where your be 


ont. 
T there among your punks 7 marry fah, hang 'em : lende 
will you never leave fucking * ae folk's bens neſts ? 


Why in good troth, if Fowl cruſt me, acquaintance, hes 


was not one hen at the board ; aſk Fluello, 
| 'Pluello. 


\ No faith, cus, none but cocks; bn Marla drunk 
2 . * TRY. "5% 


o, a pure beagle; 42 borſe-leach there ? 
Full. 
And the knight, fr Oliver Lollio, ſwore he SE beſtow a 


taffata perticoat on thee, but to break his faſt with thee. 


20 danc'd the canaries)] The following account of this 3 js ex- 


trafted from Sir John HawKint's Hiftor Mufick, vol. IV. p. 391. 
6 There occurs, in the Opera of AE We ſet to muſic by 2 


« dance called the Canaries: of this, and-alſo another called T7 rem bare, 


« it is mee; difficult to render a ſatisfactory account. The firſt is 
hakſpeare in the following paſſage : 
« Moth. Maſter, will you win your love with a French brawl ? 
. * Arm. How mean'f thou? brawling in French? 
© Meth. No, my. compleat maſter :. but to jig off a ale 
EC end, 2 with your feet, humour it with turning up your eye- 


« lids, ke. 
4 As to the air itſelf, it appears, by the example in the Opera of Dis- 


« clifian,. to be a very ſprightly movement of two repriſes, or ftrains, with. 


d eight bars in each. The time three quarters in a bar, the firſt pointed. 


4 That it is of Engliſh invention, like a country dance, may be inferred 


« from this circumſtance, that none of the foreign names that diftinguiſh 
5 one kind of air from another, correſpond in the leaſt with this. Nay, 
« farther, the appellation is adopted by Couperin, a Frenchman, who among 
® his leflon, has an air which be eatitls Carat. s 
Bellafront 
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Bellafront. 
With me! TI ear kn then; eee, 1 


s the dreamingeſt ſnorty-noſe. 
fn, 


Well, many took that Lollio f 


fool. 
Ss dry-fiſted knigh 
A 81 his We: 3t 
2 eee e a knights, 


Caf 
Why, wench, is be Sg ? 


Hang kim, hell not live to le i hone, nor to the credit 
to have ſcabs about him, His betters have em: but I hate to 
wear out any OY =- coarſe knighthood, becauſe he's made 101 { 
an alderman's night-gown, fac'd_ all with coney before, 
within not rg ber fox: this ſweet Oliver will eat mutton 


% 
# bo 


a fool, hr 168 | 


ow 
[] 


till he be to burſt, but the lean-jaw'd ſlave 4" ae ' 

for the ſcraping of his trenchier; | | 
Pioratto, 
Plague him; 33 ſet him beneath the ſalt ; and in ths. not 
F 

Fall. 
all fili knights] Am hand is ve accounted a 
= an fly yet bh 1. Sh of — and Mr. 


5 A. 1. 8. 

32 this ſweet Oliver will e In Shakſpeare's As you A 

A. 4 2 7 the clown fings a few lines of a Song, in which the 

ſweet is joined to the name of Oliver, Mr. Tyrwhitt obſerves, tht this 

epithet ſeems to have been peculiarly appropriated to Oliver, for which he 

was perhaps originally obliged to the old Song, of which only the few 

nes preſerved by Shakſpeare now remain. 

ir bim beneath the ſalt} This refers to the manner in which 

were ſeated at their meals. The tables being long” (ſays 
Note to Cynthia's Revelr, A. 2. S. 2.) 4 the ſalt was commonly 
« plac about the middle, and ſerved as a kind of boundary to the dit- 

« ferent quality of the = invited. Thoſe of diſtinction were ranked 

« above; the ; of below as affigned to the dependants, or inferior re- 

* lations of the Maſter of the houſe. This cuſtom is yet preſerved at the 1.3 

Lord Mayor's and ſome other publick tables.“ « is mentioned ip v.23 

Maſiinger's Unnatural Combat, A. 3. S. 1: 19 
he believes it is the reaſon | ; 

® You ne'er preſume to, fit above che jak,” pay 


* 
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Lord Ello, the gentleman - uſher, came hs us too: 
cw in our cheeſe, tor he had been to borww money for = 


wk e 


Cafiruchio. Fo boy 
| Whin an af i tht rd 1 brow money of a u 
o Now Nay, god's my ten aſs is that compa eee 


Eaxter Matheo and Hi Jie; Erne fl ED 41 4 
— SI comes in ſadly * 


TO] gallants. Sipie fene dn vn 
mi I mag fo. | 


 Signior Matheo, ee well met d 8 
And how fares my little prett miſtreſs / 


onal, 


Eren as my Bite pretty ſervant leer, thee count-diſhes befor 
her, and not one good bit in them, —How now? * the devil 
fand'ſt thou ſo art in a trance? | | 


„ger. 
Tes, forſooth. 7 LR A on 

| ellaf ont. K 4 * 
Wr doſt not a out their wine? - | ; 9% 


Royer. 
Forſpoth. dis fill'd out already: all the wine that the fignior 
I beſfowed upon you 18 caſt away; a ran a little at me, 
en me down that I bad nor a 


| The o Modem, by the ſame, A. 1. S. 1: 
roud lady 
6 « Admirs bm vo ker tale, marry er ever 
&« Beneath the ſalt ; t dis j 
« Of her — and ſcorn.” 3 | 
„Dekker Bel-man's Night-walkes, Sign. CO: © — for hee that had the 
ine of the table with his trencher, paid no more KA aa that plaert 


imſelfe beneath the ſalt.” 
— Whalley's Note on Cynebia's Reval. Wa” 
6 Bellafront, 


| — $7" be 


TYB HONBST WHORE oty 


Bellafront. 
— a I enkcheks $a ated grow 
| under my noſe: now you look like an old he-cat going 


d if be ha not put up the money to 
coney-catch us all. | y en. + 


a ager. 
No truly, forſooth, 'tis not put up yet. 
Bellafront. 
How many gentlemen W CH. OO? : 
| None but five W . apprentices and ferving-wen. 
Dat ink I pocket up thy band? | 
| Tos cle. Lear younil poker up. | 


Fe, ge, cut my. lace, Zoran T hall ba? he wthes 
preſently, T m fo — kerle. 


ria no fo ld pole of win, 

| Nay, ee Bello, fr f f fer. _ 

Here, Rog fetch ; chance fa 

ere, oger 1 i th, acquaintance 

Out of my fight, thou ungodly — creature. 

For the other 2 yes, torſooth. 

” * 1 and exter Hipolita. 
Bellafront. 

Spill that too: what gentleman is that ſervant, your friend? 


Gods ſo, a ſtool, a ſtool! If u love me, miſtreſs, enteatain 
this gentleman reſpectfully, and bid him welcome. 


He's very welcome ; Pray, | fit. 


a 1 
* 
* 


. 


34 
coney=catch] See Note 12. p. 260. 
5 f perth of wine] See TE 10. p. 5. 


on rat wenker WHORE 


* 0 : N — 
, : 
'». 83+ : = : 4 * 
4 1 * - p % - * - — 
T, dy. e N 1 « x1 a 
* 
Nuello. 3 


bk. ne ia 2 Op your mer, e or} you. 


pon you, beſeech you; as rage 
Know the faſhions oe be:: 939 89 


Caftruchio, : 
Pleaſe you, be bers . elne x La 
toe. , 4 4 . wo "=" 
Vo, good Caſtruchio.” * „„ 


 Fluello.” 

You have abandon'd the court, 1 ſee, my lord fince 
death of your miſtreſa. Well, the was a delicate 3 
you ſweet, Come, let us ſerve under the colours of your ac- 

uaintance ſtill—for all that. Pleaſe you to meet here at the 


lodgitlg of my cuz, I ſhall beſtow a banquet upp you. 


I never can deferve.this KINGS, fir. 
DE e be, whom 2 call cuz? 


F fir, 4 of carriage ; 
one hat = ſome Ee a, cod eee ng 


touſe, bu Ly 
Is be amel = WG , ff, 


Huello. 
H all wife, or o: 1 
. om bf raja : I never 


Helin. 
Never truſt me, a goodly creature, 
"Fluello. 


By gad, when you know ber, as we do, Foul! Fear the 
is the prettieſt, kindeſt, ſweeteſt, moſt bewitching, honeſt ape, 
under the pole. A ſkin; your fattin is not more e ſoſt, nor 


your lawn whiter, 
Hipolita. 
Belike then, ſhe's ſome ſale courtezan. | 
Trot, as all your bei ae end..." 
3 as your are, a a 
| Hipolite, 


THE HONEST WHORE „ 
Great pity that ſhe's a good wench, 


hon a 9202 günter ' what, 
e F 
Se in $ vouk 


You dd and eres your he heart, you have wot, 
How do you like my miſtreſs ? 
Well, for ſuch a miſtreſs: | 
Better, if your miſtreſs be not your maſter, 
rr fare you well. 
Sſoot, K. 1; | 
151 Bellafront. | 
The gentleman likes not the taſte of our company. 
Beſeech you, ſtay, 
Truſt me, my affairs r p 
Will you call for me half an hour hence here ? 
Perhaps I ſhall, 

Matheo. 
L, EG RO IIEEN) 
;.. me, oe my wood I we IE. 
What ſullen picture is this ſeryant? 5 
'Tis count Hipolito, the brave count. | | 

| Pioratto. 
en 
Ob, he's a moſt eſſential genileman, cuz. | 
Did you never hear of 1 
coun 
Ver, III. T Bellafrone, 


8 i e | 5 1 
„ th =P 


e THE MONEST/WHORKE, 


Sa muff a your counts,. _ there be no more life in 


He's He's ſo walcoptent 3 „nn you be boneft 
lants, let's ſup together, aud have the count with * thou 


gi fit at the * end, . 
Punck, 25 you fous'd gurnet! 10 
Wb 


\ King) truce: at e 


He betrays his. youth too. grally to that tyrant melancholy, 
All this for a woman? A 


Bellajront. 
A woman! ſome whore! . =; IP 
| Piaraito. | 
Wou'd ſhe heard you. 
Troth, ſo wow'd. L en 
And I, by heaven. | | 
Bellafront. 
** good ſervant, * 3s ey ? 


: Rellafront. 
SED N tell me, a. buſs, and tell me: 1 he's an 
hon fellow, i he wk on d fora each: "IT 


who ? | 

Mathes, 
By th'lord I will not, muſt. not, faith, miſtreſs : ist « 
match, firs? this night, at.th' Antilope ; aye, for there's bel 


wine, and good, boys. 


26 d gurnet /] An copeliytion of contempt very ently em- 
. ks t. old ane Sec Mr. Neevens: 's Note be oaths Fil Pu 


mms. 


THE HONEST WHORE -ag6 


Ouest. 
Tis dane, a: ih Andilops, 4 14 
4 1 cannot be there to-pight. | 


| Cannot! by bid, you ſhall 

By the lady, I will not: thall! Parr ON] W "66s 
32 . 
Well. PR 


Matbes. r 

Vite the waſpiſheſt ape.—Roger, p me in mi 

to ſup with us on Friday next; 
woman, 37 without a band in 


of your kirtle outward, like every common 
md the back gate of her ſweet cons — 
Bellafront, 


Go, go, hang yourſelf, . ; 
It's dinner-time, Matheo; ſhall's hence I 
Omnes 


Yes, yes: farewel, wench. 8 [Zw. 


39 Without band in your a, From the following paſſages it 
appears, — — particular 8 a weiſiceat was formerly worn 


by the courtezans. 
Mp — Lieutenant, by Beaumont and Fletcher, vol. III. p. 30. 
t. 177 ö 
Il put her into action for a waifcoar * - 
« And, when I have rigg'd her up once, this ſmall . 
« Shia n | 
And, in Wit without Money, vol. II. p. 368 
Luce ** 


= ; * 


ou think re ere, Sir, 5 
« Amon N 2 baſe wenches — 
«© That Fraleh at ſuch occahons.” 
And, in the beginning of the Humorous Lieutenant, one of the Gentle» 
men Uſhers calls Celia a wazffcoateery wheii in a diſpofition to apply to 
ber the ſevereſt term of reproach. 


T 2 | Bellafront, 


— Z 
- 


THE HONEST WHORE. 


Farewel, I 


3 | ® Baſtard wine ; for if it had been truly begotten, it would 
not ha' been aſham'd to come in, Here's fix ſhillings, to 
_ for nurſing the baſtard. ; * 


A of woks! O good, fireet 
- Poulter's and buy me ſome fine-larks. 


No woodcocks ? 
Yes, faith, a couple, if t be not dear. 
Tl buy but one; there's one already here. [Exit Roger, 
Enter Hipolito. ; 
| 1 Hipolito. . 
Is the gentleman, my friend, departed, miſtreſs ? 
His back is but nen- m , fr 
Fare you well. | 
In direct you to him. 
Can ? 
you, pray n 
If you pleaſe ſtay, he'll not be abſent long. 


1 Baflard wine;] Barret, in his Alvearie, explains B to be 
muſcadell, ſweete wine. Fin doulx, baffard, muſcadell. d, Blount 
ſays, © Muſcadel is a kind of wine, ſo called, becauſe for ſweetneſs and 
« ſmell it reſembles muſk. This wine comes for the moſt part from the 
« Iſle Creta, or Candy; for this Iſland (as Ortelius reports) yearly 
6 12,000 buts of it. Others ſay it takes name from Monto 
« Alcino in Italy.” Mr. Tollet, in a Note to theFirſt Part of Henry IV. 
A. 2. 8. 4. gives the following extract from Majſon Ruſfigue, tranſlated 
by Mart bam, 1616. p. 635. *—ſuch wines are called Mungrell, or baſtard 
« wines, which (betwixt the ſweet and aſtringent ones) have neither 

4 manifeſt ſweetneſs, nor manifeſt aſtriction, but indeed participate and 
« contain in them both qualities.” Sec alſo Mr. Steevens's Note. 
WP FE THI 2 | | Hipolito. 


* 


Roger, run to the 


THE nonzer WHORE, 25 


1 RAE 
Tm hot. 
ra 


Dellen. | 
At your bet plaſure—When—ſome rubber thee 


Inkeed, II ha'none: indeed T will nor. Thanks. 
—Pretty fine lodging. I perceive my friend 
Is old in your acquaintance. | 

Bellafront, 


* — to ſpend ſpare hours 
: 
— like our roof, ſuch as it is, | 
En oo be as old as his. 


Say I did like; what welcome ſhould I find ? 


Bellafront. 
Such as my preſent fortunes can afford. 


But would you let me play Matheo's part ? 
Bellafront. 
What part ? Age 
Wh y embrace you ; dally with you ; kiſs, 
Faith, tell me3 will you leave him and love me? 


Bellafront. 
I am in bonds to no man, fir 


— — if any, me. 


But I muſt tell 
You ſhould be line Tel beak to ture; 


I ſhould be covetous, wreak 


I ſhould be pleaſure's ufer 
7 5 


O fue! 


„ TRE HON BST nnr 


| Why figh you, lady? may — 


*Thas never been my as fngks' 
Out that one man, whoſe love fellow mine, 
As I have ever wiſh'd it. O my ſtars! 
n tlemauß 
That would have purchas'd fin-alone'to himſelf, 
For his own private waa altho? ſca path 
Indifferent handſome, meetly. 3 thigh, 
2 my allowatice reaſonable— | 
to my body, by my troth, X — 


1 15 0 * been as true unto his pleaſures, 
Yea, and as loyal to his afternoqins, © 
e v8 be. 

This were well, now, to one but ry bead, 
And ſcarce a day old in this ſubtil world : 
2 pretty art, bird-lime, cunning net. 

come, come, faith, confeſs: how many men 
Have drunk this ſelf-ſame 22 | 
From that red ticing- wie 


* and bluſh not! | 
2 


- Indeed! in truth 8 kbar 2 
'Tis well, if ill it be not: A 
The ruffian i in me, and were 2 before you 
But in right colours, I do know indeed, 

You could not ſwear indeed but thunder oaths 
That ſhould ſhake heaveny drown the büro 
And pierce' a "foul (that lov r maker's hono 
With horror and amazement. | 


Shall I ſwear ? 
wil 300 believe me then ? 


* 


2 as - 


. 
9 
WK 


Hyoliv 


* 


THE HONEST WHORE 
Worſt then of all: CO i ci 
Our ber by cuſtom format lf bes funk. e EE 
Were I but o'er your threſhold, a next man, 2 ach N 
And after him a next, and then a fourth, 144 Bk, 
Should here this goldier hook; un ln butt, RIOT. 
T0 out to the full length. nr, 
Tuning ſuch muſick to Macheo's er, | 3% 


Bellafront. | 1 

Matheo ! that's true ; but believe it, 1 BG: Cav; 
No ſooner had laid hold upon your preſence, 

But ſtraight mine eyes convey" \you 10 mine heart, | 


Oh ! you cannot feign with me. mei, 

This is the common of you all 

To hook in a kind gentleman,” and hen 

Abuſe his coin, conveying it to lover, 

And in the end you ſhew him a rench trick, 

And fo you leave him, that a coach may run | 

Between his legs, for breadth, W 
Bellafrout. | 

O, by my ſoul, 


Not I: An as Trend where, 
n 7 


If any be diſpos'd to truſt — 
zan Pl not be he. I know you feign 
All that you ſpeak. Aye, for a mingled harlot 
Is true in nothing but in being falſe. 
What ! ſhall I teach you how to loath yourſelf; 
r — CERT 

e 

I am content; I would fain loath myſelf, 

If you not love me, | 


: 


Hipolito. | 8 | 
Then if your gracious blaod EN ">. 
Be not all waſted, I ſhall affay to dot. * 


Lend me your filence and attention. eee. 
You have no foul, that makes you weigh fo light 1 
14 Heaven's 


'F Fo * * I 
17 v l 
: 7 1 g 
* . * 
5 9 
* 
d 1 
. 
[ " 


- %. p 


* 
1 


Erne 
. K 
. X 
Þ 4 at 4. 
> | 
SF 


That if fl youe comminer hood in ran; Bd. wn i 
4 a lane, in which your ſhame _—_— | 
And with their ſpaces reach from hence to . 


*# 
» 4% 
OS } 


1 it more, there have been known, 


one har'ot maim'd and diſmember'd, 
duh, dean 
to and per you right. 
O! Sable any beaſt that bears z _ . 
body is e en hir'd, and fo are theirs. 
For gold and ſparkling jewels (if he can) { 
You'll let a Jew get you with Chriſtian: 
Be he a Moor, a Tartar, tho' his face 5 
Look d uglier than a dead man's ſkull, * 
Could the devil put on a human ſhape, | 
If his purſe ſhake out crowns, up then he gets: 
_ Whores will be rid to hell with bits, 
So that youre crueller than Turks ; for they 
Sell Chriſtians only, you fell yourſelves away. 
Why, thoſe that love you, hate you: and will term you 
Liquoriſh damnation ; with themſelves half ſunk 
Afﬀer the fin is laid out, and een curſe 
Their fruitleſs riot ; for what one begets, 
Another poiſons. Luſt and murder hit ; 
A tree being often ſhook, what fruit can knit? 
_ Bellafront, 


— 


I can vex you more: 
A harlot is like Dunkirk; true to none: 
Swallows both Englifh, Spaniſh, fulſome Dutch, 
| . Italian; * At all, the French, 
n icks to you, faith ! gives diet, 
Brings you acquainted firſt with — 
And then you know what follows. 


PR. 


 Bellafiont, 


Bellafront, 


Hals. | 

Methinks a toad is happier than a whore; 
That with one poiſon fi . with thouſands more 
The other ſtocks her veins. Harlot! fie! fie! 
You are the miſerableſt creatures breatbing, 
The very flaves of nature; mark me elſe; 
You put on rich noany/erhare pm wane 52om 3 
You eat, but to ſupply your with fin; 


And this ſtrange curſe e en haunts you to your graves. 


From fools you get, and ſpend it upon ſlaves: 
Lite bens and os. Vare baited and ſhew tricks 
For money; but your bawd the ſweetneſs licks, 
Indeed you are their journey-women, and do 
All baſe and damn'd works they liſt ſet you to: 
So that you ne er are rich; . ee 
In nt memory, or in 

Toe nel and u T 


Whoſe fleſh was dear ſt; that rais'd the price of fin, 


And held it up; to whoſe intemperate boſom, 
Princes, earls, lords, the worſt bas been a knight, 
The mean'ſt a gentleman, have offer'd up 

Whole hecatombs of fighs, and rain'd in ſhowers 
Handfuls of gold; yet for all this, at laſt 

Diſeaſes ſuckt her marrow ; then grew ſo poor, 
That ſhe has begg'd, een at a beggar's door 

And (wherein heav'n has a 1 

From coaſt to coaſt has leap'd on foreign ſhores, 
And had more worſhip, than th* outlandiſh whores ; 
When ſeveral nations have gone over her; 

When for each ſeveral city ſhe has ſeen 

Her maidenhead. has been new, and been ſold dear, 
Did live well there, and might have dy'd unknown, 
And undefam'd ; back comes ſhe to her own ; 

And there both miſerably lives and dies, 

Scorn'd even of thoſe, that once ador'd her eyes ; 
As if her fatal-circled life thus ran, 

Her pride ſhould end there where it firſt began. 


THE: HONEST W H OR E. 


Rank, unt 10d malt lonbome a. 


this idol, . 


What, 


; * * — f N ETSY 
, 


2% THENONEST-WHORE, 


What, do you weep to hear your ſtory read ? 
* if you ſpoil your cheeks, III eng ne (Works | 
£ Bellafront, 


yes, I proceed ; 
St , "nll do me good 9 weep, e e 


T6 give thoſe tears 2 reliſh, this 1244, 
Y are like the Jews, ſearter'd; in no place certain} n 
Your days are tedious, your hours burdenſome : N 
And wert't not for full ſuppers, midnight revels, | 
Dancing, wine, riotous meetings, which do drown 
And bury gals in you all virtuous thoughts, 
And on your eye-lids hang fo heavily, 
aa power to look b high as heaven, 

ou'd fit and muſe on nothing, but yew 

Corſe that devil luſt, that ſo burns up your hloods | 
_ * ten thouſand 8 ES 

or his temptation, u ht, 
To e — | 
| To meet you in his hot luxurious arms, | 

Yet your nights pay for all: _ dream 

Of warrants, whips, and beadles ; then ſtart 
At a door's windy ereak; think  cviy weaue 
To be a conſtable ; and every 
A long-tail'd officer : At& you now wal ſlaves ? 
Oh! you have damnation without pleaſure for it? 
Such yo he ſtate of harlots. To conclude, 
When you are old, and can well paint no more, 
You turn bawd, and are then 3 before. 
Make uſe of this. Farewel. 


Bellafront. 
Oh, I pray lay. Ee 
See, Matheo comes not: time hath barr'd me. 
Would all the harlots in 2 heard me. [Exit 
c 
Stay yet a little longer !—n0 ; quite gone ? 
Curs 4d be that minute, for it was no more, 
(Se ſoon a maid is chang d into a whore) 
Wherein I firſt fell! be it for ever black! 


8 
"#5 — 


Yet 


THE'HONE6T WHORE, 299: 4-4 


ſhould ſweet Hipolito ſhun mine eyes ; 
— true love I would pure hone; 

Hate the world's mixtures, and the ſmiles of 

Am I not fair? Wd poll be fig mouchon? | 

Fair creatures are dir d, not ſcorn'd of men. 
How many gallants drank Healths to me, 


39 Out of their dagger'd arms, and ve, 0d thought the them _ 


ying but mage eyes at ey 
Ad e ek ty lot love? ae 


Oh, ſure their ——— luſts — flatrer'd me; 

I am not nor young. | 
5 ro ry; 2 ſome ug y blemiſh, 

g all my beauties. | am foul | 
Ay a ye, that's the ſpot that wine my foul! 
What! by he left his weapon here behind him, 
And gone forgetful } O-fit inſtrumeat ; 
To ler forth al the poiſan of my fleſh ! 

Thy maſter hates me, cauſe my 9 hath — 
But v hen tis forth, then he'll believe I'm chang d. 


Enter 2 


Mad woman, what ant doing? 


Bellafront. 
onde me, thy 
it my heart upon rapier's poi 

r for thou then aby 
That which I love thee for, thy virtues. Here, here, 
Lt _— , and kilPſt me with 1 Pau Bip 

o de ſo ſheds no blood, yet tis worſe pain. 
Not to me ! not bid "earewel! A ! 
Hated ! this muſt not be; ſome means PH try; Ib,» 7 
Would all whores were as honeſt now, as I! 1 

39 Out of their dagger d arms To drink a miftreſs's health in wine os 
mingled with one's own blos. Tun antiently regarded as an act of gal- C. 
lantry, So, in Marſton's Dutch Courtezan, t6os : have I not been ' 
drunk to your health, ſwallowed flag dragons, eat glaſſes, drank urin, 
ug arms, and Gone all the offices of am rome. for you 


„ ſake 2” 8. 
SCENE 


„ THE HONEST WHORE. 1 
s E N K . 


. is th ; 
E mare . . 

> * —— 5 es 
Magee lack fine 
a be you d bo: 5 5 
Prentice. 


Holland for gig cambrick for bs; 
| What it you lack ? ys 


Vfoot, I lack em all; nay, wore; Ileck money 
Let me ſee, let me look i: af, ths rh to 
cuz! ſweet cuz ! how do'lt, i faith, fince laſt nigh 
— . had we no And whe 


* 


— T ee yonder's thy baba 
Aye, there's the ſweet youth, God bleſs him. 


Fuftigo. 
And how is't, couſin ? and how, bow iv, thou guet 
| Well, couſin, how wy 


. How fare I? troth, for — W as is \ 


heart can wiſh, with calves' 4 chaldrons and chitterlings ; beſides, 
I 1 1 a roaſted apple. 


4 chaldros] Senn le chem, i. i. e. ſays Mr Stevens 
(Note on e, A. 4. 4 10, © entrails a word formerly in common 
« uſe in the books of cookery, in one of which, printed in 1 x 1597 I meet 
4 with a receipt to make a pudding of a calf” s chaldron, the corona” 
« tion feaſt of Elizabeth of York, queen of Henry V. 1838 other 
« diſhes, one was © a ſwan with chawdren,” meaning, I fu 
« with entrails in it, or undrawn.“ See Ives Sch? Hass, Ne 


. 


bom 


. ao © 2a 


THE HONEST WHORE „ 
| c 4d 4685 e 
en s coufin ? 5 60 


| ad een Tn be i nnd T dere you will ot * my oaths 
be u cratk'd in the ring, will you bop np] airs 
melancholy at this : for all your great loo ks, are you angry ? 


! not I, fir: nay, if ſhe can part 
$0 ally with ber rin, 'tis with my heart, 


George. 
n e eee 


Peace, ; when ſhe has reap'd what I have ſown, 
She'll ſay, one grain taſtes better of her own, 
Than whole ſheaves gather'd from another's land: 
Wit's never good till bought at a dear hand, 


But in the mean time the makes an aſs of ſomebody, 
2 Prentice. 1s 


on. ſee, fir, as you turn your back, they do nothing 


Candide. 
No matter, let em: e when I touch her lip 
I ſhall not feel his kiſſes, no nor and 


| Any 
al cract'd in the ring This vhraſe occurs in Hamlet, A. 2. 8. 2. and 
Dr, Johnſon explains it to be heed 'd too much uſe See inſtances pro- 
duced by Mr. Steevens. Again, in Your five Gallants, by Middleton, 
Sign. — Fae OD Miſtreſſe Roſe LEY has loſt her maidenhead, 
crackt in the ring, ſhee's endu c. | 
* — when I touch ber 155 * 
T ſhall net feel bis Uſer Imitated by Shakſpeare in Othello, wy hed 


\ 


5 rr 


9 FETs p 2 | "oY i a N 2 WE * 96 . 
* 2 l , N n 
* 0 : : * * 
a q ; ; , 
. 7 7 
A * 


e THE HONEST WHORE, 


Any of her lip: no harm in kiſſing is. 
Lew your uſineſs, pray, wed upyour rates, 


| Thats — and well Peres. IP) — vn Lp ro 

my egen ny punk NOD Bike ; 
ch'faſhion, three falli one upon another 3 

— new edition now : s out of linen horribl 


that has a great many pate —— —— 
myſelf for —— pr'ythee put 'me-into*wholeſome 
napery#?, — © gram upon us. 

Reach me thoſe cambricks and the lawns hither, 

Cana bb. 


What w doy wiſe? to avid out my goods upon 2 fool? 


Fool! Snails eat the fool, 2 10 ſo batter your crown, the 
eee 
Prentice. 
Do you hear, fir? vue bel be quiet and fy foo ell 
. you ſo. 
 Fahbigo. 
Nails, I chink fo, for thou cell mo. 
Candido. 


Are you angry, fir, becauſe I nam d thee fool ? 
Truſt me, you are not wiſe, in mine own houſe 
acts bak face to play the antick thus : 

' deeds play the — chuſe a ſtage 
Of if fler compaſs, where fem eyes may note 
$ — enors but if ſtill you miſs, 

As here you do, nag, A will hiſs, 


Zound, cou, ben. ve I were a ſcurvy tragedian, 


66 2 2 the next a well, was free and merry ; 


— 4 s kiſſes on ber lips.” 
25 1] Nope es linen in general. So, in Dekker's Bel un 
: — at, which time they lift away Goblets, or 
thing worth ventring for.“ 
A. 3+ 8. 3˙ 


6 | fangs pieces plate, ry, or an 
| See alſo Mr. Reeyens's Note on 0 


2 Prentict. 


SY 2 Oh we. ©@ Hwy 52. 


you are welcome, fir, * wiſh your aoquaintanoe. 


i 
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Sirrah, George, I ha thought upon a device, how to break 
his pate, beat him ſoundly, and ſhip him away. / 


it. _ 
| in houſe, give ſome of our 
me the OY when ſhall enter, then come and 
fach my maſter in by a while, and place one in the hall to hold 
him in conference, whilſt we eudgel the cull out of his cox- 


comb. 
Do't, away, do't, ; Wik. 
Muſt I call twiee for theſe cambricks and lawns ? 


Candide, 
Nay ſee, you anger 1 pt ythee diſpatch. | 


2 rFentice. a « 


\ 
- 
* 


Why were you ſuch a ſtranger all this while, being my wife's 
Sanger! | * = 8 
| : ma natural: 
885 Canaiadb. | | 
I perceive ſtill it is your natural guiſe to miſtake me; but 


480. . | 
My acquaintance ! I ſcorn that i' faith. I hope my acquaint- 
ance goes in chains'of gold three and fifty times double: you 


know who I mean, cuz ; the poſts of his gate are a painting 
too, ke ö N a 
| 


„ the poſts. of his gate are a painting 199] i. e. he will ſoon be ſheriff. 


s 
At the door of that officer large poſts, on which it was cuſtomary to ſtick 
Proclamations, were always ſet up. So, in A Him never ver d, by 
Rowley, 1632: 


« If 


«5.4 * -* * * a] 9 «i vgs 2 * " 4 q p 
* . 1 * . 7 \ * * 2 * 2 * 1 1 1 2 N 3 mn 
Se ** * l " . W. = 0 . f 7 0 r r * 6 , n 
18 1 5 bog "RS I 1 N "M7 ; o_ ” * 7 " 21 ö . 4 - J a — 8 , 
. * . - q = 7 4 , . * 91 8 — A as, - 
- At : 8 " * . : : g 
* * 6 . * - - - 
- , * „ b , : 
* of | % 
0 + 4 
= 1 
£ 1 - 
9 * 
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E. Kr 0: 4 | n No 
Signor Pandulſo ? I'll be with him ftrai E 
a ee en 


When do you ſhew thoſe pieces? 
2 wffige, . 


Aye, when do you ſhew thoſe pieces = 
Preſently, fir preſently, we are but charging them. 
Come, firrah, you ©? flat-cap, where be thoſe whites? 


« If cer L live to ſee thee Sheriff of London, 
« T'll gild thy * 2 Aus 
Again, in Ben 's out of bis Humour, >. 9: 
1 he Tio an Tl ar 1880 
„Ta the Lord Chancellor's tomb, or the /beriff*s git“ 
Mr. Whalley abſerves that it was uſual, out of reſpect, to read the Pro- 
clamations faftened on the ſheriff*s poſt bareheaded. | 
45 J Flat-caps, like thoſe now worn by the children belonging 
to Chrift-Church Hoſpital, and to the apprentices of Bridewell, were, I 
ogperhend, formerly-part of the drefs N confined to the Citizens 
London. They are mentioned as fuch in ſeveral contemporary writers. 
As Ben Jonſon, in Every Man in his Humour, A. 2. S. 1: a 
0 % Make their looſe comments upon every word, 
8 ; te Geſture, or look I uſe ; mock me all over, | 
From my. flat- cap, unto my ſhining ſhoes,” 
-  Marton's. Dutch Curtezan, A. 2. 8. : *— who helped thee to thy 
- « cuſtome, not of ſwaggering Ireland Captains, nor of 2s Innes-a-cour 
« men, but with honeſt art-caps, wealthy faz-caps, that pay for their | 
4 pleaſure the beſt of any men in Europe.” 
kker's Wonderfull Teare, 1603: © For thoſe miſbeleeving Pagans, 
« the plough-drivers, thoſe worſe than Infidels, that (like their ſwine) 
« never looke up ſo high as heaven, when citizens borded them, they 
« wrung their hands, and wiſht rather they had falne into the hands of 
« Spaniards : forthe fight of a flat-cap was more dreadfull to a Lob, than 
« rhe diſcharging of a caliver.“ 
Dekker's Nees from Hell, 1606: you may eyther meete him at 
« dicing ordinaries like a captayne, at cocke-pits like g young coun 
« gentleman ; or elſe at a bowling-ally in a at- cap, like a Thopheaper.” 


"4 


* 


George 


THE HONEST WHORE 


Flat-cap? hark in your ear, fir, are a flat fool, uh, „ 

gull, and 4 thrumb you: do you fee this cambriek, he? 
igo, Ol 

'Sfoot, cuz, a jeſt, did you hear him ? he told me in 
ear, I was na good an aſs, a gull, and ru „ 
you ſee this cantibrick, fir ? | . 

Wife | 
What, not oy men, I * . 
4 1 
No, not your men, hut one o your men, r faith. 
1 Prentice. 
I pray, fir, come hither, hat ſay you to this? here's an ex · 


cellent good one. 
Faftigo. 
Aye marry, s this likes me well; cut me off ſome half ſcore 


2 Prentice. 

Let your whores cut, yare an impudent coxcomb, you get 

none, and yet 1 thrumb you'—A very good * fir, 
Fut. go. 

Again, again, udge me: z foot, cuz, they ſtand 
thrumming * Kh me all © and yet I get nothing. 
1 P > ger "OT" 

A word I fir, you mult not be angry, prentices 
hot bloods, $-- 1 ſay — 4 this piece ? 


look you, tis ſo delicate, fo ſoft, fo even, ſo fine a thread, 


that a lady may wear it. 
Fuftigo. - 
'Sfoot I think ſo, if a knight marry my punk, a lady mall 
wear it: cut me off twenty yards; thou art an honeſt lad. 
.1q6 P rentice. - 
Not without money, gull, and I'll thrumb you too. 


Gull, we'll thrumb you. | 


' Fuſtigo. 


O lord, fiſter, did 70 not . ſomething cry thrumb ? 
zounds! your men here make a plain aſs of me. 


46 this like Il $ to Cornelia, vol. II. 
47 = 3] rags to lia, thn „. 
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Wut to my fce G pee 


nay” E. 
Aye, in a cauſe ſo honeſt - well not ſuffer 
Our mafter's goods 'to vaniſh 3 
You will not ſuffer them! © _ 
| - / 2 P rentice. 
No, and you may bluſh, _ i 
In going about to vex ſo mild a breaſt, 
As is our maſter's. | 
Wife. 


Take away thoſe pieces, 
Couſin; I give them freely. 
Ga Fuſtigo. 7 
Maſs, and I'Il take em as freely. 
| | Omnes, 


We'll make you lay 'em * again more freely. 1 


| 7 
Help! help! my brother will be murder d. 


. 4... -... ia 
How now, what coil is here? forbear, I ſay. 


He calls us 0 us. 
e Candido. | x 
Why, firs, do ſuch n_—_ ** from me? 
They are of your keeping, ür: alas, poor brother! 
g. | | 
Pfaith they ba' peppery me, ſiſter ! look, does it not ſpin? 
call you theſe prentices ? I'll ne'er play at cards more when 
clubs is trump. I have a goodly coxcomb, fiſter, have I not? 
| Candide, KY 


Siſter, and brother ! 1 my wife? 
| Fuſiigo. 
If you have any ſkill in heraldry, you may ſoon know that; 
break but her pate, and you ſhall ſee her blood and mine is al 


One. T7 
r- Candid 
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Candids, 
A ſurgeon! run; a ſurgeon ! Wan 
forg d name of couſin? 


Faftigo. 
Becauſe its a commom thing to call eur, ond nigh now 
a-days all the world over. 
Candido. 


Couſin ! a name of much deceit, folly, * 
For under that common abuſed word, N 
Many an honeſt- temper d citizen 
Is made a monſter, and his wife train d out 
To foul adulterous action, full of fraud. 
I may well call that word a city's bad. 


Fuſtigo 
Troth, brother, my ſiſter would needs ha* me take upon we 
to gull your patience a little: but it has made double gu 
on my coxcoinb. 


Wife. 
What, playing the woman ? blabbing now, you fool ? 
5 paying An g now, y 
O, my wife did but exerciſe a jeſt upon your wit. 


0. 
'Sfoot, my wit bleeds fort, methinks, 
Candide. 


Then let this warning more of ſenſe afford: 

The name of couſin is a bloody word. 
igo, 

Pll neer call cuz again whiltt I live, to have ſuch a coil 
about it: this ſhould be a coronation-day ; for my head runs 
Claret luſtily. ; [ Ent. 

Enter an Officer. : 
Gandido, 
Go, wiſh the ſurgeon to have great reſpect. 
How now, my friend what, do. they fit to-day ? 


Yes, ſir, they expect. I a the ſenate · houſe. 


40 gules] * in the Editions of 1615. 1616. 7635. 
7 Go, wih th e ſurgeon, &c. To, wiſh, , 9 Night an ide fi wp gf of 
times, to recommend, or deſire. So, in The Ci Cap, vol. XI. p. 305 * 
She looks for one, the - tow father Antony, 5 be' wiſhd.to her 


by Madona Luflurio 
U 2 . Candidoa 
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I thank 3 

— nk your pains, I'll not be laſt man there. 

| rue Gare, eee y 

> - - + go, my gown. p 

Where grave men meet each — wifory 1. Away CRIT 
Whoſe conſciences are not cut out in bribes, 

'To-gull the poor man's right; but in even ſcales 

| Peize rich and poor, without corruption's veilss. 
Come, where's the gown? 238 

George, V 


I cannot find the key, ſir. 
e TART ©" gs the 
ueit it o rm "TT i 
OE ons Wi. | 
Come not to me for any ke; E 
Pl not be troubled to deliver it. 


| Candido. 5 
Good wife, kind wife, it is a needful trouble; 
But for my gown, 7 | 
, W: fe. 


Moths ſwallow down your gown : 
You ſet my teeth an edge with talking on't. 


* 


Nay pr'ythee, ſweet, I cannot meet without it; 
I ſhould have a great fine ſet 2 head. 


Set on your coxcomb tuſh, fine me no fines,- 
Candids, 


Believe me (ſweet) none greets the ſenate-houſe 
Without his robe of hone” * his gown. | 
Well, then y'are like to croſs that cuſtom once, 
Tou get nor key, nor gown ; and fo depart. . - _— 
This trick will vex him ſure, and fret his heart. [ Exit. 
| | Candido, _ 
Stay, let me ſee, I muſt have ſome device, | 
cloak's too ſhort: fie, fie, no cloak will do't ; 
It muſt be ſomething faſhion'd like a gown, 
With my arms out,—Oh, George, come hither George, 
I pr'ythee lend me thine advi 1255 
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Break open cheſt. 


| Candide. 

O no, break open cheſt ! that's a thief*s office ; x 
Therein you counſel me againſt my blood: | 
"would ſhew impatience that. Any meck means 
I would be glad to embrace. Maſs, I have got it: 
Go, ſtep up, fetch me down one of the carpets, 
The faddeft colour'd carpet, honeſt George; 
Cut thou a hole 1'th* middle for my neck, 


Two for mine arms,—Nay, pr'ythee look not ſtrange. 
| e. | 
Tho do not think, fir, as you mean. 
aff av * 


* 


' Prythee about it quickly, the hour chides me: | 
Warily, George, ſoftly, take heed of eyes, [Exi George, 
Out of two evils he's accounted wife, 1 
That can pick out the leaſt ; the tine impos d ö 

For an ungown'd ſenator, is about | 

Forty #* cruzadoes, the carpet not *bove four, 

Thus have I choſen the leſſer evil yet; 
Preſerv d my patience, foil'd her deſperate wit. 


Here, fir, here's the carpet. 
; T . Cadido. 
O, well done, George, we'll cut it juſt I'th*midſt. 
'Tis very well, I thank thee; help it on. | 
It muſt come over your head, br, like a wench's petticoat. \ 
| Candido. 
Th'art in the right, good George; it muſt, indeed, 
Fetch me a night-cap ; for Il gird it cloſe, 
4 cruxadoes] A cruzado is a. Portugueze cin, fuck under Al- 
phonſus V. about the year 1457, at the time when Pope Calixtus ſent 
thither the bull for a croiſade againſt the Infidels. It had its name from 


a croſs which it bears on one fide; the arms of Portugal being on the 
other. The value of it is 40 French ſols, or upwards of 25. 10d. 


ſterling, 
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As if my health were queaſy ; till ſhow well 
For a rude careleſs ni . will't not, think'ſt ? 


ER well, fir, for 4 night-gown, being girt and 
Aye, and a night-eap on my head. 
Cre. 
That's true, fir ; I'll run ghd fetch one, and a ſtaff. 
Ie ie (£xit George, 


Candids, 

For thus they cannot chuſe but conſtrue it ; 
One that is out of health takes no delight, 
Wears his apparel without appetite, 

And puts ou heedieſs raiment without form, 

So, ſo, kind George, be ſecret now ; and, prythes, 
Do not laugh at me, till I'm out of fight. NT 

| George. 


8 | Candids. 
Now to the ſenate- houſe: 
Methinks I'd rather wear, without 4 frown, 


T laugh! not I, fir. 


A patient carpet than an angry gown. | [ Exit, 
a George. 
Now looks my maſter juſt like one of our . carpet knights, 
only he's — the honeſter of the two. 


1 Emer 


49 carpet knights] The following gccount of this Order of Knighthood 
is taken from a Note, by Sir James Burrows, on 7 1 Knight, A. 3. 
S. 4: © There was an. Order of Knighthood of the — * of 
c K*iCHTB oy THE CAA, though few or no perſons (at leaſt 
tc among thoſe whom I have confalted) ſeem to know any thing about 
cc jt, or even to have heard of it. I have taken ſome menivrandum 
F concerning the inſtitution, and know that William Lord Burgh of 
* Scarborough-caſtle in the County of Surry, father to Thomas Lord 
„ Burgh, Deputy of Irctand, and to Sir John Burgh (who took the great 
« Caracca ſhip in 1592) was made a Anight of the et, at Weſtminſter, 
te on the 2d of October, 1553, the day after Queen Mary's coronation : 
4 ud I met with a Uſt of all who were made fo at tlie ſame time, in 
« Strype's Memoria ii, vol. TH. Appendix, p. 11. See Anſtis's 06- 


if feruatiqns on the Knighthood of the Bath, (Lond, 1725.) p. 50. doe 


HONEST WHORE, 31g 
Enter Candido's Wife 

What, is your maſter gone? 

Yes, forſoot hs bet is but ew turd, ! © 
And in his cloak ? Did he not vex and ſivear? == 


. George, 
No; but he'll make you ſwear znon: no, indeed, he went 
away like a lamb. | 
| Wis. 


Key, ſink to hell: fill patient, patient ill! 
I am with child to vex him, Pr'ythee, George, 
If eber thou look'ſt for favour at my hands, 


Uphold one jeſt- for me. 
George. 


THE 


Againſt my maſter? 


« the acceſſion of Queen Mary to the throne, a commiſſion was granted 
« to the Earl of Arundel, empowering him to make Knights, but wir u- 
« ovT any additional title, within two days after the date of that patent; 
« which were the two days preceding her coronation. In purſuance 
te hereof, we find the names of the Knights, created by him, according to 
« the ſtated form of creating Knights of the Bath ; and the variety of the 
« ceremonies uſed fo diſtinctly related, that it particularly deſerves to be 
«conſulted in the Appendix. ; 
« So that Mr. Anſtis plainly confiders them as being only a ſpecies of 
Knights of the Bath, though without any additional title. 
« If fo, the appellation of Knights of the Carpet might be only po- 
« pular; not their ſtrict or proper title. This, however, was ſufficient to 
* induce Shakſpeare (who wrote whilſt they were commonly ſpoken of 
by ſuch an appellation) to uſe that term in contraſt to a knighthood 
« conferred upon a real ſoldier, as a reward of military valeur.“ ' 
Theſe Carpet Knights are ſpoken of with great contempt by many cons 
temporary writers. , * 
Maffinger's Maid of Honour, A. 2. 8. 5: 
To men I had forborn it; you are women, 
Or, at the beſt, /ooſe Carpa Knights.” 

The Unnatural Combat, A. 344 3 3: 
„e There your Carpet Knights, 
4 That never charg'd beyond a miftreſs' lips, 
« Are ſtill moſt keen, and valiant.” - 

See alſo Mr. Steevens's Note on The Tevclfth Night, vol. IV. p. 245. 
and Note to Beaumont and Fletcher, vol. IX. p. 349. edit. 1778. 
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ey 1 Wife N 
*Tis « were jefl, in faith : fay, wilt thou dn 


wel, what it's ? * | | 


Wife.” 
Here, take this ne ; thou know'ſt — all thing be; 
Pur on thy maſter's beſt apparel, gown, 


And, gainſt his coming ham, walk in the ſhop: | 
Feign the ſame carriage, and his patient look ;. 1 
Twill breed but a jeit, thou know it: ſpeak, wilt thou? | 


*Twill wrong my __—_— patience. 


. 


Pr'ythee, George. N * 


Well, if you'll fave me har mleſs, and put me under covert 
baron, [ am content to pleaſe you; provided it my breed n0 
ug againſt him, 

Wie 


No wrong at all: here, take the key, be gone: 
If any vex mln, this; if not this, none. [ Exeunt, 


AR, 


SCENE VII. 


any, < Hand and Royer, 


I Baud. 

0 ROGER, Roger , where's your miſtreſs ? where's your 

miſtreſs ? * 5 the fineſt, neateſt gentleman at my houſe, 

but newly come over; 0 where i Is the, where is ſhe, where 
1s ſhe? bs 


My miſtreſs 3 is . thr or amongſt em: my miſſren 
is not the whore now that you take her for. 
Baud. ' 
How! is ſhe not a whore? do you go about t. to take. away | 
her * n f you are a 2 pander, 9 R . 
? gs 


__ 


THE HONEST WHORE. ny 
of CES 2 Roger. " EE 
I tell you, Madona Finger-lock, I am not fad for nothing ; , 
1 ha' not eaten one good meal this three and thirty days: I 
had wont to get fixteen-pence by fetching a pottle of Ipocras ; 
but now thoſe days are paſt: we had as good doings, Madona 


* 


4 


g 
» . 
2 


Finger- lock, ſhe within doors, and I withour, as any poor 


couple in Milan. 
my. | | Baxvwd. 
God's my life, and is ſhe chang'd now? 
| er 


I ha' loſt by her ſqueamiſhneſs more than would have 
builded twelye bawdy houſes. | | 
- Bawd, | > + $-0 
And had ſhe no time to turn honeſt but now? what a vile 
woman is this ! twenty pound a night, I'll be ſworn, Roger, 
in gold and no filver : why, here was a time! if ſhe ſhould ha? 
pick'd out a time, it could” nat be better! gold enough flir- 
ring; choice of men, choice of hair, choice of beards, choice 
of legs, and choice of every, every, every thing : it cannot 


fink into my head, that ſhe ſhould be ſuch an aſs. Roger, 


I'll never believe it. | 


| Roger . . 
Here ſhe comes now. 
a Enter Bellafront. 
Bawd, 


O ſweet Madona, on with your looſe gown, your felt and 
your feather ! there's the ſweeteſt, prop'reſt, gallanteſt gen» 
tleman at my houſe ; he ſmells all of muſk and ambergriſe, 
his pocket full of crowns, flame-colour'd doublet, red ſattin 
hoſe, carnation filk Rockings, and a leg, and a body, oh 

Bellafront. | | | 
Hence thou, our ſex's monſter, poiſonous hawd, 
Luſt's factor, and damnation's orator ! 
Goſlip of hell, were all the harlots fins, 
Which the whole world contains, number'd together, 
Thine far exceeds them all: of all the creatures 
That ever were created, thou art baſeſt. | 
What ſerpent would beguile thee of thy office ? 
It is deteſtable; for thou liv'ſt | 
Upon the dregs of harlots ; guard'ſt the door, 
Whilſt eouples. go to dancing. O, coarſe devil! 
2 * | 


Thou 


1. 
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Thou art the baſtard's curſe, thou brand'ſt his birth; 

The letcher's French diſeaſe ; for thou dry-ſuck'ſt him; 

The harlot's poiſon, and thine own confuſion, 

: come up, with a ! have u o rail 
2 your 2 now oY * nobody 

Bellafront. 
And you, knave, n — to a bawd! 


You and I, 1 are — 4 
Be 


Uafront, 
Of the ſame blood and making, near allied; 
Thou that arc flive © fix-pence 5 baſe meals villain | 


Roger. 
Six-pence | nay, that's not ſo; I never took oder two 
ſhillings and four pence. I bape, I know my fee. 
Bellafront. © 
I know not againſt which moſt to inveigh ; 


For both of you are damn'd fo equall 
Thou never K it for oaths ; — any thing, 
As if thy ſoul were made of ſhoe-leather, 
God damn me, gentlemen, if ſhe be within, 
When, in the next room, ſhe's found dallying. 
Roger. 

If it be my vocation to — ot every man in his vocation: 

1 bo my betters ſweir, and damn n. and why 


not I? 
Bellafront. 
Roger, you cheat kind gentlemen. 


Roger. 
The more gulls they. 


| Bellafront. 
Slave, I caſhier thee. 
Bawd. 
And you do caſhier him, he ſhall be entertain'd, 
Roger. 


Shall I? then 5® blurt o'your ſervice, 


| Bellafront 


59 Blurt & your ſervice. ] An expreſſion of contempt very frequent in 
of the times. 
Marſton's 
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As hell would have it, entertain'd by you 1 wo | | 
I dare the devil himſelf to match thoſe two, [Exit, - 


Marry gup, are you grown ſo holy, ſo pure, ſo honeſt, 
with a pox ? 


Scurvy, honeſt punk — But ſtay, Madona, how muſt our 
agreement be now ? for, you know, I am to have all the 
comings-in at the 2 at the chamber - door. 
True, Roger, except my vails, | 


Why, as thus; if a couple come in a coach, and light, to 
lie down a little, then, Roger, that's my fee, and you may 
walk abroad; for the coachman himſelf is their pander. 


R 
forgot, for .want of ex- 
wife to that gull, 


Vails, what vails ? 


Is he ſo? In truth, I hes Fhiad 

erciſe. But how if I fetch this citizen's 

and that Madona to that gallant ; how then? 
| Baron. 


Why then, Roger, you are to have ſix-pence a lane; ſo 
many lanes, ſo many fix-pences. E 


8 way | | 

Is ſo ? nn Cas 294. 
| your 

Aye, Roger, fo long as there be any taverns and bawd 


houſes in Milan. _ [Exeunt. 


Marſton's Firſt Part of Antonio and Me1lida, A. 4: | 
« Blirt on your Aye mees, guard her afely hence.” | 

And, in Edward III. A. 4. 8. &: 

This day hath ſer deri ſion on the French, 

# Apd all the world will 4/urt and ſcorn at us. 


SCENE 


rl i [1 : 
» O 4 * 
Sd 085 
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3 FN, ET; 
ey Shay ne oh, pope being Placed 


of 


| Shall not draw me to their chambers. ek | 

- Silks and wehvets, &c. [I e uri. 
Oh, *cis in vain to write: it will not We 
Ink, on this paper, would ha' but preſented . 
The foul black ſpots that ſtick upon my ſoul; 

And rather make me loathſomer, than wrought 

My love's impreſſon in Hipolito's thought. 

No, I muſt turn the chaſte leaves of my breaſt, 

And pick out ſome ſweet means to breed my reſt, 

Hipolito, believe me, I will be | | 

As true unto thy heart, as thy heart to thee ; 

And hate all men, their gitts, and company, + 
Euter Matheo, Caſtruchio, Fluello, Pioratto, 

Tou, goody punk, ſabaud: ** cockatrice, O, y are a ſweet | 
whore of your promiſe ; are you not, think you ? how well 
ou came to ſupper to us laſt night! Mew, a whore, and 
reak her word! nay, you may bluſh, and hold down your 
head at it well enough: 8 foot, aſk theſe gallants if we ſtaid 
not till we were as hungry „ ſerjeants. Nd 


Aye, and their yeomen too. = 


$2 coc auric, See Note 41 to The Antiquary, vol. X. p. 87. 
Aer Caftruchia 


—— 7 a % T4 


RRE HONESTW HORI. a 


Nay, faith, . e HR 
„faith, acquain you orgt your. 
cf 0” err 
were drunk after ſuppen. 50 

Pioratto, 


And, when we were in our wood-cocks, (fweet rogue) A 
brace of gulls, dwelling here in the city, came in, and paid 
all '* the ſhot. 

Matheo. N 5 ? 4 


Pox . 


Bellafront 
O, I pray do ; if you be gentlemen, 
I pray depart the houſe. Beſhrew the door 
For being ſo eaſily intreated : faith, E Sh 
I lent but little ear unto your talk ; | 
My mind. was buſied otherwiſe, in noh, 
And ſo your words did unregarded paſs; 
Let this ſuffice; I am not as I was. 
Flaello. 
I am not what I was! no, Fit be ſworn thou art not : for 
thou wert honeſt at five, and now thiart a punk at - fifteen : 
_ wert yeſterday a fimple whore, and now thiart a e 


e 


ſay Tm worſe; 1 — rſake me, then 3 
242 you leave me, gentlemen, 

for leave — O, be not what you are, 

(Spendthrifts of ſoul and body :) 

Let me perſuade you to forſake all harlots, 

Worſe than the deadlieſt poiſons : they are worſe ; 

For o'er their ſouls hangs an eternal curſe. - 

In being ſlaves to ſlaves, their labours periſh ; | | 

Th'are ſeldom bleſt with fruit; for, ere it bloſſoms, 

Many a worm confounds it. - 

They have no iflue, but | foul ugly ones, 

That run along with them, &en to their graves; 

For, ſtead of children, an breed rank diſeaſes; 


2 


e the ſhot.) i. e. the reckoning, a term ſtill uſed in many parts of the 
And 
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And all ts can beſtow on them, 
As chat infant, which ne'er acta, but ſpeaks, 
What ſhallow ſon and heir, then, fooliſh gallant, 
: rr urchaſe 

filthy loath'd di pawn 
To a 4 evil? Thar uſury's 1 
When n 


Sſoot, the gulls 'em, the beſt : this is always her faſhion, 
when ſhe would be rid of any 9 that ſhe cares not 
for, to enjoy mine alone. 


Fluello. | 
What's here? infractions nien, and c. come 
out, ou ſcabbard o vengeance. 
4 yy * — foil | 
uello, ſpurn your when they ſhall not 
ſpurn my punk, ESTER, 

Pox o blood: make it a quarrel, 
25 Makes 
Yare a flave, will that ſerve turn ? 

| Ommes 


blood, hold, hold. : 
g Caftruchig, Masken, Fluelb. 
or 
ſhame put up. — 


Spurn my ſweet varlet! | 
Bellafront. 


O how many thus, 


Mor'd with a little: folly, have let out 
Their fouls in brothel-houſes ! fell down and dy'd 
Juſt at their harlot's foot, as twere in pride. 


Matheo, we ſhall meet. 
Matheo. 
Aye, aye, any 211285 faving at church; pray take heed 


Hiucilo. 


we meet not 


1 
7 


= bi 


| 
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" , 1 Caftruchis. " . 
Cockatrice, farewell. 
= > Pioratte. | 
1a {Excunt.. 
Ha, ha, thou doſt gull em ſo varely, fo 1 if 1 did 
— been iu earneſt, Thou art 'a ſweet 
rogue for't, i faith. | 


| Bellaſront. 

Why are not you gone too, fignior Matheo ? 
I pray, depart my houſe 4 may believe me; 
In troth, I have no part of harlot in m 


How's this ? : 


Bellafront. | 

Indeed, I love you not; but hate you worſe 
Than any man, becauſe you were the firſt 
Gave money for my ſoul. You'brake the ice, 
Which after turn'd a puddle : I was led 
By your temptation to be miſerable : 
I pray, ſeek out ſome other that will fall; 
Or rather (I pray) ſeek out none at all. 

| Matheo, 


Ist poſſible to be? Im goſſible! An honeſt whore! I have 
heard many honeſt wenches turn ſtrumpets with a wet finger; 
but for a harlot to turn honeſt, is one of Hercules's labours. 
It was more eaſy for him in one night to make fifty queans, 

than to make one of them honeſt again in fifty years, 
I hope, thou doſt but jeſt. | 
Bellafr ont. 


'Tis time to leave off jeſting, 1 had almoſt 
25 away falyation : I ſhall love you, 
f you will ſoon forſake me. | 


| Matheo, 
God be with ther. 
Bellafr ont. ; 
Oh, tempt 'no more women ; ſhun their weighty curſe ! 
Women (at beſt) are bad, make them not worſe. 
You gladly ſeek our ſex's overthrow, 


But not to raiſe our ſtates. For all your wrongs, 


Will 


1 
* 

1 

— 


— „. 
- 


to do — but keep the door, To prove it, 
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Will you vouchſafe me . 


To marry with me? þ (991 . 
| _Mathes, 


How, marry-with a punk, a „ 


fo; Pl be burat through the noſe fiſt 


Why lah ? theſe a „ ei 
ah ? theſe are your oat u love to un 
To put heaven from us, whilſt our beſt hours waſte ; , 
Tou love to * us lewd, but never FRO. F 
 Matheo. 8 ; 7 7 JE 
1 hear no more of this this ground pen, * 


A Th'art damn'd, for Regan, gan, | | (Exit, 


Thy luſt and fin ſpeak fo much : go "FEA my ruin! 
The firſt fall my ſoul took, — my example, 
1 hope few 2 now . their heads 
Under men's girdles :. who leaſt truſts, is moſt wiſe: 
Men's oaths do — a miſt before our eyes. 


My beſt of wit be ready: now I go, 


By ſome device to greet Hipolito,  - [ 


* 
— 8 4 


SCENE X. 


eee ig xl on which be places a ful, 


n, 


Serwant. 
O, this is Monday morning; and now guſt I to my 
houſewifry. Would I had bows created a ſhoemakef ; for 


8 


all the gentle craſt are gentlemen every Monday by their 
'copy, and ſcorn (then) to work one true ſtitch, My maſter 


means ſure to turn me into a ſtudent ; for here's my book, 
here my deſk, here my light; this my cloſe chamber, and 


here my punk: ſo that this dull drowzy firſt day of the week 


makes me half a prieſt, half a chandler, half à painter, half 
a ſexton, aye and half a bawd: for all this day my office is 
1 * 


4 22 


i nd ſoſoon 
ok — Morn aaron N = — * 
=” Nu Hipolito, | 


to, }} 


* all the windows ſhut ? 


| Serwant. 
Cloſe, fr, as the fiſt of a courtier that hats ſtood i in 1 
rel * 
igns. Fe | 
| Thou art a faithful ſervant, and obſer v ſt 
The calendar both of my folema vows 
And ceremonious ſorrow : Get thee gone; 


I charge thee on thy life, let not the ſound 
Of any woman's voice plerce —_— that door, 


If they do, my lord, I'll pierce Fails of them, 


What will your b have to breakfalt ? 
Nw, 
Sighs, 
What to dinner ? 8 
2 * 
8 
A 


d of themamy hel will fill you wo full of wind + 
the other wet you too much. What to ſupper ? 
Hipolito, . 


woman, ' 
' Serwant. l 
Indeed, that's harder to come by, han ever was 5? Oftend. 


Nhe a Hipolito. 


5 Oftend.] The fiege of thil e is frequon alluded to in our an- 
cient writers. It was taken by the Marquis of Spinola on the 8th of 
September, 1604, after it had held ont three years and ten weeks. See 

Mos Hiſtory of the memorable Siege of Os TEND, a what paſſed on either 


fi from the beginning of the Siege unto the yielding up of the town,'. 4to. 
Vol. III. | ! X : ; Servant, 
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That which, now, thee cant not get we 3 the conſtancy of 


* 0 
F, 


* 


— 3 — S — 
« 2 — 


TY 
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| | Servant, | 1 
_ Pl make away myſelf preſently, which few ſervants will do 
for their lords; but rather help to make them away.—Now to 

my door-keeping ; I hope to pick ſomething out 8 [Exit, 
| tpolito. 3 
My Infelice's face, her brow, her exe, 

The dimple on her cheek : and ſuch ſweet ſkill 
Hath from the cunning workman's pencil flown, 
Theſe lips look freſh and lively as her own; 
Seeming to move and ſpeak. *Las! now I ſee, 
The reaſon why fond women love to buy 
Adulterate complexion ; here tis read; 
Falſe colours lait after the true be dead. 
Of all the roſes grafted on her cheeks, 
Of all the graces dancirg in her eyes, 
Of all the muſick ſet upon her tongue, 
Of all that was paſt woman's excellence 
In her white boſom ; look, a painted board 
Circumſcribes all! Earth can no bliſs afford” : 
Nothing of her, but this! This cannot ſpeak ; 
It has no lap for me to reſt upon; 
No lip 3 Here the worms will feed, 
As in her coffin. Hence then, idle art! 
True love's beſt piftur'd in a true-love's heart. 
Here art thou drawn, ſweer maid, till this be dead! 
So that thou liv'ſt twice, twice art buried. _ 
Thou figure of my friend, lie there. What's here # 
Perhaps this ſhrewd pate was mine enemy's. 
Las! ſay it were; I need not fear him now: 
For all his braves, his contumelious breath; 
His frowns, tho dagger-pointed; all his plot, 
Tho neer ſo miſchievous, his Italian pills, 
His quarrels, and that common fence, bis law; 
See, ſee, they're all eaten out; here's not left one; 
How clean they're pickt away to the bare bone ! 
How mad are mortals then to rear great names 
- On tops of ſwelling houſes ! or to wear out 
Their fingers ends in dirt, to ſcrape up gold ! 
Not caring, ſo that?“ ſumpter-horſe, the back, 


54 ſumpter- bo, ſe] A horſe that carries. the neceſfaries and expences for 
x journey. | 
2 Be 


T AHR HONEST WHORE. 323 
hung with gawdy trappings, with what coarſe, 

of > moſt beggar ly, they cloath the foul ; "| 

Yet, after all, their gayneſ looks thus faul. | 

What fools are men, to build a 53 gariſh tomb, 

Only to fave the carcaſs whilſt it ots; | 

To maintain't long in ſtinking, make good carion, 

But leave no good deeds to-'preſerve them ſound; - 

For good deeds keep men ſweet long above ground, 

And muſt all come to this? tools, wiſe, all hither ?. - 

Muſt all heads — at laſt be laid together? 

Draw me my picture, then, thou grave neat workman, 

After this jon, not hke this ; Neſs colo I 

In time, kiſſing but air, wilt be kiſs'd off; 

But here's a fellow, that which he lays on, 

Till doom's day alters not complexion, _ 

Death's the beſt painter then. They that draw ſha 

And live by wicked faces, are but God's apes; ', ; 

They come but near the lite, and there they ſtay ; | 

This fellow draws life too ; his art is fuller, 

The pictures which he makes are without colour. 


Enter his Servant. 
Servant, * 
Here's a perſon would ſpeak with you, fir. 
— Pf e. > 
Hah! „ 
| 10 Serwuant. 
A parſon, ſir, wou with you. 
1 a 
Vicar? | 
Servant . 


Vicar! no, fir, h'as too good a face to be a vicar yet; a 
youth, a very youth, | 
Hipolito. 


What youth? of man or woman ? lock the doors. 
© | Servant, : 

it be woman, marrow-bones and 5* potato-pies keep me 
from meddling with her, for the thing has got tho Paw fery 


55 gariſh] See Note 34 to Edward 11. vol. II. p. 352. 
50 potatzo-pies] See Note to T —_ and Creſſida, p. 166. edit. 1778. 3 
A. 2 tis 
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57 male- fi * 

l a taylor ee 
| Ler him give the bis ee and be gone 
Bs ay he's nie Meigs ans bur I know be lis 
| How doſt thou know; it? 


8 
*Cauſe he has ne er a beard : s his boy, I think, fir, who- 
ſoe er paid for his nurſing. 


Send him in, and de dom. [ Read, 
Fata f licear 21 9 
+ ol arbitrio me, 


Li wela. 
Fd er were I to chooſe, not in the Ocean; 
Cedars are ſhaken, when ſhrubs do feel no bruiſe, 


Enter Bellafront like a Page. 
How! from Matheo ? | 


Yes, my lord. 
Hyolits, 
Art fick ? 
© Belafront 
Not all in bealth, my lord. 
Helis, 
Keep off, Bell 
. a 
1 do: : 
Hard fate, when women are compell'd to woe. [ Afr, 
Hipolito. | 
This paper does ſpeak —_ 
Bellafront. 
Yes, m lord, 


Matter of life it ſpeaks, and therefore writ 
In hidden character; to me inſtruction | 
My maſter gives, and ("leſs you pleaſe to ſtay 

57 male-varlet] So, in Troilus and Creſſida, A. 5. 8. 1: © thou art 
& thought to be Achilles' male- varlat. Tu 
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Til both meet) I 8 0 

you can t play. 
Do ſo: read out. 


. * 2 
T am already out 


Lock cn my g nd b Baby? 
Enter his Servant, 


Hipolito, 


£ VÞ 


What, villain, ho? 


Call you, my lord? 


Thou flave, thou haſt let in the devil 
Servant. 

Lord bleſs us, where? he's not cloven, my lord, that I can ſee: 
beſides, the devil goes more like a gentleman than a page: 
good my lord, boon copragio, 

Hipolito, 
Thou haſt let in a woman in man's ſhape, | ' 
And thou art damn'd for't. 14a 
Servant. 
Not damn'd, I hope, for putting in . 
Hipolito. 
Fetch me my rapier,—do not: I ſhall kill thee, 
Purge this infected chamber of that plague, 
That runs upon me thus : 3 her hence. 


Alas! my lord, I ſhall never be able to thruſt her hence with- 
out help Pa reg a you muſt to ſea again. 


ellafront. 
Hear me but ſpeak, my words ſhall be all muſick: 
Hear me but ſpeak. | 


Another beats the door , 
Tother ſhe-devil, look. 
Servant. 


Why, then, hell's beoke looſe, [Exit, 
lito. 
Hence, guard the chamber : let no more come on, 
One woman ſerves for man's damnation. 


x 3 Beſhrew 


1 
1 
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- 


Beftirew thee, thou doſt make me violate | 

The chaſteſt and moſt ianctimonious vow, 

That &er was enter'd in the court of heav'n; 

57 I was on meditation's ſpotleſs wings, 

Upon y journey thither ; like a ſtorm 

Thou beats my rip'ned cogitations. 

Flat to the ground ; and like a thief doſt ſtand, 

To ſteal devotion from /the holy land. 
Bellafront. 

If woman were thy mother; if thy heart 

Be not all marble; or, it't marble be, 

Let my tears ſoften it, to pity me. 

I do beſeech thee, do not thys with ſcorn 

=> Deſtroy a woman, | | 
H: -polito, | 

Woman, I beſgech thee, . 

Get thee ſome other ſuit, this fits tos not; 

T would not grant it to a kneeling queen. 

I cannot love thee, nor I muſt not: See « 

The copy of that obligation, 

Where my ſoul's bound in heavy penalties. 
Bellafront. 

She's dead, you told me, the let fall her ſuit. | 

to, 

My vows to her fled after her to heav'n: 
Were thine eyes clear as nine, thou might'ſt beliold her, 
Watching upon yon battlements of ſtars, 

How I obſerve them! ſhould I break my bond, 
This board would rive ip twain, theſe wooden lips 
Call me woſt pe: jur'd villain, Let it ſuffice, 
I ha? ſet thee in the path; is't not a fion 
] love thee, whe: with one ſo moſt moit dear, 
PI have thee tellows? all are fellows there. 
Bellafron 
Be greater than a king ; fave not a body, 
But from eternal ſhipwreck keep a ſoul ; 


o 


57 I wa: on meditation ſpotleſs wing] So, in Hamlet, A. 1. 8. r: 
Haſte, let me know it; that I, with wings as ſwift 
« As meditation, or the thoughts of _ 
” May ſweep to my * wg 
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Tf not, and that again fin's path I read, 
The grief be mine, ances” fall on thy head. 
; 7 b 

Stay, and take phyfick for it ; read this book; 
Aſk counſel of this head, what's to be done, 
He'll ſtrike it dead that tis damnation, 

If you 5® turn Turk again, Oh, do it not! 
Tho? heav'n cannot allure you to do well, 1 
From doing ill let hell fright you: and learn this, 
The ſoul whoſe boſom luſt did never touch, 
Is God's fair bride ; and maidens* ſouls are ſuch : 
The ſoul, that, leaving chaſtity's white ſhore, 
Swims in hot ſenſual ſtreams, is the devil's whore. 
How now ! who comes? | 
Enter his Serwant. 

Servant. 

No more knaves, my lord, that wear ſmocks : here's a letter 
from Doctor Benedict; I would not enter his man, tho' be bad 
hairs at his mouth, for fear he ſhould be a woman, for fo 
women have beards ; marry, they are 59 half witches. *Slid, 
you are a ſweet youth to wear a codpięoe, and have no pins 
to ſtick upon't. | | ; 
++ Hipolito. 

I'll meet the Doctor; tell him, yet to night 
I cannot: but at morrow riſing ſun 


53 turn Turk again.] To turn Turk, ſeems to have been a cant phraſe 
for departing from the rules of chaſtiry. So children born out of wedloc 
are frequently termed Pagans; as in the 7 by Beaumont and 
Fletcher, A. 4. 8. 1. vol. VI. p. 67. edit. 1778, | 
Three little children; one of them was mine 
Upon my conſcience ; th' other two are Pagans ” 
59 half witches.] One of the diſtinguiſhing qualities of a witch is ſup- 
poſed to have been hair on her chin. N 
60 codpiece} 4 Whoever wiſhes to be acquainted with this particular, 
© relative to dreſs, may conſult Bylwer's So Changeling, in which 
« ſuch matters are very amply diſcuſſed. ular inftru&tion may be 
had from the armour ſhewn as John. of Gaunt's in the Tower of 
* London. The ſame faſhion appears to have been no leſs offenfive in 
„France. See Montaigne, chap. 22. The cuſtom of ticking pins in this 
< oftentatious piece of indecency was continued by the illiberal wardens 
* of the Tower, till forbidden by authority,” Mr. . Note to Two 


Gentlemen of Verona, A. 2. S. 7. Sec alſo Figure 8, in Plate 20, of Strutt's 
View of the Manners, Cuſtoms, &c. of the Inhabitants of Eng land, vol. T wilt 


4 
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I will not fail: go, woman. fare thee well, [Exe 
E ' | Bellafront. | | 
The loweſt fall can be but into hell. 
It docs not move him. I muſt therefore fly 
From this undoing city, and with tears 
Waſh off all anger from my father's brow. 
He cannot ſure but joy, feeing me new-born, 
A woman boreſt firſt, and then turn whore, 
Is (as with me) common to thouſands more; 
But from a ſtrumpet to turn chaſte; that found 
Has oft' been heard, that woman hardly found. [Exit 
Ss C NE XL 
Enter Fuſtigo, Crambo, and Poli. 
___ Faftigo. * 
Hep up your hands, gentlemen : here's one, two, threes 
- => Nay, I warrant they are ®* ſound piſtols, and without 
flaws; T hadithem of my filter, and I know ſhe uſes to put no- 
ting that's crackt.— Three, tour, five, fix, ſeven, eight, and 
nine; by this hand, bring me but a piece of his blood, and you 
ſhall have nine more. I' lurk in a taverti not far off, and pro- 
vide ſupper to cloſe up the end of the tragedy. The linen- 
 drapers, remember. Stand to't, I beſeech you; and play your 
Look you, fignior, tis not your gold that we weigh. 
Fuftigo 


Nay, nay, weigh it, and ſpare not; if it lack one grain of 


corn, | | 
III give you a buſhel of wheat to make it up. 
| Crambho, 
But by your favour, fignior, which of the ſervants is it? 
becauſe we'll puniſh juſtly. 
Fruſigo. | 
Marry, *tis the head-man ; you ſhall taſte him by his tongue. 
A pretty tall, pratiog fellow, with a Tuſcalonian beard. 


W ſound piſtols] I ſuppoſe Fuſtigo means the Spaniſh coin gies 
\ 0 OH, 
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Pali. 
Tuſcalonian | very good. | © n het) 


Cods life, I was neer fo wr... fince 1 n ü 
my coxcomb was dry- ponents if my hair had been hemp. 
Crambo, 


We'll dry-beat ſonie of them, 


Euftigo. 

Nay, it grew ſo high, that my iter cry'd murder out very 
manfully : 1 have her conſent in a manner to have him pep- 
per'd, elſe I'll not du't to win more than ten cheaters do at a 

riffing: break but his pate or ſo, only“ his mazer, becauſe Pll 
have his head in a cloth as well as mine; he's a linen-draper, 
and may take enough. I could enter my action of battery 
againſt him, but we may perhaps be both — and rotten before 


the lawyers would end it. 
| Crambe, 


No more to do, but inſconce — 1 vey tavern ; oh no 
great cheer ; a couple of capons, ſome pheaſants, plo vers, and 
orangado-pie, or ſo: but how bloody ſo e er the day be, " 


a not forth, 
7 Faftice, 


No, no; nay, if I tir, Ginbels ſhall ſtink ; T'Il not wy 
Pll he like a dog in a mar. 
* Crambo. 
Well, well, to the tavern; let not our ſupper be raw, for \ you 
ſhall have blood enough; your belly full. 


170, 1443 

That's all, ſo God ſa' me, Ichird after; blood for blood, 
bump for bum , noſe for noſe, head for head, plaſter for plaſter, 
and fo —— 5 What ſhall I call your names ? n 
leave word, if any ſuch come to the bar. 

Crambo. 
My name is corporal Crambo. 
| Pol, 
And mine, lieutenant Poli. 
62 only bis mazer] 80, in Dekker's Wond:erfull Yeaares 1603 : 


* — thinking the cannes had flyen about, cryed Zoundes ! what do you 
* mean to cracke my mazer?” The term is even yet in vulgar uſe, for 


the face, 
Crambo. 
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Pol] 1 Crambo, 

/ i is as tall a man as ever open'd : 

I would not do the evil e Pr. —_— 
| Fuftigo. 


Noe I, by this fight, if Poli be ſuch a Poli. [ Ea, 


Enter Candido's Wife, in her ſhop, and the two *Prentices, 


What's a clock now ? 
| 2 "Prentice, 
| Wh. 
W Ns Mites wh preſt 
e ſenate cave word! ently ; , 
But is George ready? e 4 
2 Prentice. 
Yes, forſooth, he's ior 1 5 


Now, as you ever hope to win my favour, 
Throw both your duties and reſpects on him 
With the like awe, as if he were your maſter; 
Let not your looks betray it with a ſmile, 

i Or leering glance, to any cuſtomer. | 
Keep a true ſettled countenance ; and beware 
You laugh not, whatſoever you hear or ſee. 
| 23G 2 Prentice. 7 

I warrant you, miſtreſs, let us alone for keeping our coun- 
tenance: for, it I liſt, there is never a fool in all Milan ſhall 
make me laugh; let him play the fool never fo like an aſi; 
whether it be the fat court-too _ the-lean city-fool, 

Wife. 
Enough then, call down George. 
2 Prentice. 


Enter George. 
63 Be ready with your legs, then let me ſee 
How courteſy would become him, —Gallantly ! 


63 Be _—_ with your legs,] i. e. with your bows, See Note 20 to 
The Parſon's Wedding, vol. XI. p- 439. | Ben 
rew 


& © 


I hear him coming. 
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my blood, a proper ſeemly man; 
eps or carriage, walks with a good port. 


; George. | 
I thank you, miftreſs; my back's broad enough, now my 
ers gown's on. | * 

maſter's go ik. 

Sure I ſhould think it were the leaſt of fin, 
To miſtake the maſter, and to let him in. 

George, 
ere a good comedy of errors that, i faith. 
. 2 *P rentice. 
6 Whiſt, whiſt, my maſter ! 
Enter Candido, and exit preſently. 
Wife, 

You all know your taſk,—God's my life, what's that he has 

got upon his back? who can tell ? 
George, 

That can I, but I will not. | 
| Wife. | 9 

Girt about him like a mad-man ! What, has he loſt his cloak 
too? This is the maddeſt faſhion that e'er I ſaw, 

What ſaid he, George, when he paſs'd by thee? 8 - 
orge. 

Troth, miſtreſs, nothing: ＋ much as a bee, he did 
hum; not ſo much as a bawd, he did not hem; not ſo much 
as a cuckold, he did not ha; neither hum, hem, nor ha: only 
ftar'd me in the face, paſt along, and made haſte in, as if my 
looks had work'd with him to . him a ſtool. 

e. 

Sure he's vext now, this trick has mov'd his ſpleen; 
He's anger'd now, becauſe he utter'd nothing: 
And wordleſs wrath breaks out more violent. 
May be he'll ſtrive for place, when he comes down; 
But if thou lov'ſt me, * afford him none. 

George. 
Nay, let me alone to play my maſter's prize, as long as my 

miſtreſs warrants me: I am ſure I have his beſt cloaths on, and 


Fon was whit] Be ſilent. See Mr. Steevens's Note to Tempeſt, 
8. 2. 
| I ſcorn 
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I ſcorn to give place to any that is inferior in apparel to me: 
that's an axiom, a principle! and is obſerved as much a the 
faſhion ; let that perſuade. you then, that I'll ſhoulder with hin 
for the upper-hand in the ſhop, as long as this chain will main. 
fai It, | . | 2 
Spoke wich the ſpirit of a maſter, tho“ with the tongue of 
prentice. aw” 
Enter Candido like a Prentice. 


Why, how now, mad-man ? what in your trickficoats ? 
Candido A 


O. peace, good miſtreſs, == 
| Enter Crambo and Poli. 
See what you lack, what is't you buy? pure callicoes, fre 
| hollands, choice cambricks, . neat lawns : ſeey what you buy, 
Pray come near, my maſter will uſe you well, he can afford you 


a penny worth. 
Wife. 
Aye, that he can, out of a whole piece of lawn, i'faith, 


\ a . 
Pray, ſee your choice here, gentlemen, 
"_ a y We | 
O fine - fool ! whar.a mad- man? a patient mad-man ? who 
ever heard of the like? Well, fir, I'll tit you and your humour 
preſently : what, croſs-points ? I'll untie em all-in a trice, I 
vex you, faith, Boy, take your 8 quick, come. {Exit 


he covered, George; this chain, and os welted gown, 
Bare to this coat? Thea the world's upſide down, 


* 


Geng. 


65 welted gown] Barret, in his Alvearic, voce gard, explains the word 
as ſynonymous with purfle, or welt. A welted gown is, therefore, one 
ornamented with purfles or fringe. They are often mentioned in ancient 
writers. 5 

Green's Hifory of Fryer Bacon, 1630, Sign. H 3: © I warrant Job, 
« He's as yeomanly a man as you ſhall ſee, marke, you maſters, here's a 
6 plain honeſt man without well or gard.” 

Bien Jonſon's Epicæne, A. 4. S. 7: © Do not fear me, Clap buta 
& civil gown with a welt © the one, and a canonical cloke with fleeves 
40 O che other, &c.“ 8 


23 : Green's 
| 


George, 


a That's the ſhop, and there's the fellow, + - 
n. Poli. 
Aye, but the maſter is walking in there, 
: "1 Cr . 
a atter, we'll in, | 
EY Poll. 
8b doſt long to lie in limbo 
by | 1 uno. 
And limbo be in hell, I care not. 
| Candida. 


k ur choice: cambricks ? 
Loo you, n ** * | 


You ſhall. 

Crambo. 

Have you none of this ſtrip'd canvaſs for doublets 

None ſtrip'd, fir, but plain. 

: 2 Prentice. 

I think there be one piece ſtrip'd within. 

George, 

Step, firrah, and fetch it ; hum, hum, hum. 
Candido. | 


Look you, gentlemen, I'll make but one ſpreading; here's a 
piece of cloth, fine, yer ſhall wear like iron: tis without fault; 
take this upon my word; tis without fault. 

Crambo, 

Then *tis better than you, firrah. 


Green's Quip for an upſtart Caurtier, 1592: © Preſentlie, loking about 
* for more, comes ſtalking down an aged grave Sir, in a blacke velvet 
coat, and a black cloth gowne welted and faced.” | 

Ibid, “ I faw five fat fellowes, all in-damaſke cotes and gownes, 
i welted with velvet verie brave.” 

Dekkar's Bel-man's — Sign. D 4: © thou ſhalt meete 
* rich drunkards under wetted gowns,” 


Candide. 
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” 
2 
if 
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Candids. 
Aye, * a number more. O that * foul 
Were but as ſpotleſs as this innocent * 


And had as few breaks in it 1 
Crambo. 


*T'would have ſome then : there was a fray here laſt day n 


this ſho 
1 Candiadb. 


There was indeed a little flea-biting, | 
Poli. 


A gentleman had his pate broke, call you that bu a flea· 


biting? 
| Candide, 
rambo. 
Zowns, do you ſtand in't? EO 


*Sfoot, clubs ! clubs ! ? *prentices, down with dem! ah you 


rogues, ſtrike a citizen in's ſhop ? 
Candide. 


None of you ſtir, I pray ; forbear, George. 
70 p 8 good Georg 


1 beſeech you, ſir; we miſtook our marks » deliver us our 
WEAPONS, | ". hl: 
* © George, 


Your head bleeds, firs cry, clubs, ” 

is Candido, 

I ſay you ſhall not, pray be patient. 

. Give them their weapons: firs, you'd beſt be gone; 
I tell you, here are boys more tough than bears: 
Hence, leſt more fiſts do walk about your ears. 


Both, 
We thank you, fir. _ [ Exeunt, 
Candide, ; 
You ſhall not follow them : 


Let them alone pray, this did me no harm ; 
' Troth, I was cold, and the blow made me warm; 
I thank em for't: beſides I had decreed 


To have a vein prickt, I did mean to bleed, 


| 
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8 that there's money ſav d: they are honeſt men, ; 


Pray uſe 'em well, w they appear again. 

Ves, fir, we'll uſe em like honeſt men. 

Candido, f 94 þ \ 

Aye, well ſaid, George, like honeſt men, tho? they be arrant- 
knaves; for that's the praiſe of the city ; help to lay up theſe 
wares. 

Eler bis Wife, with Officers, 
Wife. | 

What, in a prenti mh 

hat, in a *prentice-coat 
mad * heed. 
Aye, aye, mad, ; pray take 
Je, ay ; 


How now ? what news with them ? what make they with 
my wife ? Officers! is the attach'd ? look to your wares, 


Wife. 
He talks to himſelf! Oh, he's much gone, indeed ! 


Officer. 
Pray, pluck up a good heart, be not ſo fearful; 
Sirs, heark, we'll gather to _ by degrees. 


Yonder he ſtands. 


Aye, aye degrees, I pray: oh me! what makes he 
th the ty his hand? he'll tear all the ware in my ſhop. 


| Officer. 
Fear not, we'll catch him * ſudden. . 


ife, 
O you had need do ſo; . eee warrant. 
| Officer. 
I warrant, miſtreſs —Now, 5 nior Candido. 


0 


Now, ſir, what news with you, fir? 
| Wife. 


What news with you, be ſays. Oh, he's far gone! 


I pray, fear nothing, let's alone with him. 
Signior, you look not like yourſelf, methinks, 
(Steal you at Yother fide) you are chang d, y are alter d. 


WW F Y i 
N * 
4 . 
* 
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Oe eee e ö 
Chan why; true, fir. Is change ſtrange? tis n. 
the faſhion, — monarchs * derben, beg 
gars into the .neſts of princes; maſters ſerve their 
prentices ; ladies their ſerving- men; men turn to women, 


And women tum to men. 4 
/ Candids. 

Aye, and women turn to men; ſay true; ha 
n a mad world. NY * 
Have we caught you, fir ? , 
Candids. 


Caught me ? well, well ; — 
He laughs in your faces. ; La 

& reſcue, prentices! my maſter's catch - pol . 
1 charge you keep the peace, or have your legs gartered 


with irons. We have from the duke a warrant ſtrong enough 
for what we do. | 
Candido. 


I pray, reſt quiet; * reſcue. 


La: he defires no reſeue; las, poor heart! 

He talks againſt himſelf, mY 11 
Canali do. 

Well, what's the matter? 


Look to that arm; * 
Pray make ſure work; double the cord. 
5 __ * Candids, 
Why, w | 
Jy, way Wk. 


Look, how his head goes } ſhould he get but looſe, 
Oh *twere as much as all our lives were worth. 
Officer. 
Fear not, we'll make ſure for our own ſafety, 
oF Card.ae, 


Candido, = 
Are you at leiſure now ? well, what's the matter? 
Why do I enter into bonds thus? ha! | 


* Officer, 
Becauſe y ure mad; . | 
Oh, ay; I went in danger of my life every minute ! 


What ? am I mad ſay you, and I not know it ? 
| | b O . | 
That proves you mad, — you know it not.: 


Pray talk as little to him as you can; 
You ſee he's too far ſpent, - 
und. 
Bound with ſtrong cord ? F 
A filver thread, i'faith, had been enough 
To lead me any where. Wife, do you long? 
Vou are mad too, or elſe you do me wrong. 


George, 
Bu ; aller? 
n 


My wife ſays ſo; | - 
And what ſhe ſays, George, is all truth, you know: 
And whither now? to Bethlem monaſt'ry?— ha! whither ? 
b ere 
Faith, een to the madmen's pound. 12 wil 
Candid. A 
A God's name: ſtill I feel my patience ſound, = ['Exeunt, - | 


Come, we'll ſee whither es. If the maſter be mad, 
we are his ſervants, and muff” follow his ſteps; we'll be 
mad-caps too. Farewel, miſtreſs ; you ſhall have us all in 
Bedlam, [ Exeunt. 


I think I ha' fitted now you and your cloaths ; 
lf this move not his patience, nothing can; 
Ill wear then I have a faint, and not a man. [ Exits 


\; 
v 
, 
/ 


Vor, III. Y SCENE 


— 
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$CENE XII 


Ke D Dee Fluello, Caftruchio, Pioratto, | 
Dake. 


| „ EN us lil leave, —Dodter, your news. 
Dactor. 


I ſent for him, my lord; at laſt he came, 
And did receive all ſpeech that went from me, 
As gilded pills made to prolong his health. 
My credit wich him wrought it. For ſome men 
Swallow even empty hooks ; like fools, that fear 
No drowning where tis cauſe itis clear. 
In th'end we fat, and eat: a heakh I drank 


To Infelice's ſweet foul ; 
— This train I knew would take. 
Deke. 
"Twas excellent. 
Doctor. 


He fell with ſuch devotion on his knees, 
To pledge the ſame— 


Fond ſuperſtitious foal ! 
Dacror. 

That had he been inflam'd with zeal of prayer, 
He could not pour't out with more reverence. 
About wy neck he hung, wept on my cheek ; 
Kiſs'd it, — ſwore he wo adore + Ao lips, 

| Becauſe they brought forth Infelice's 

Duke 


Ha, ha, alack, alack! anz 
Doclor. 


The cup he lifts up high, and thus he ſaid, 
Here, noble maid ! —_— was poiſoned. 


And died? ; 
And died, my lord, 


Dutt. 
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| Dake. 

Thou in that word 7 * 

Haſt piec d mine aged hours out with more years 
Than thou haſt taken from Hipolito. 

A noble youth he was; but leſſer branches 


* 
. 


Hindering the greater: muſt be lopt off, 
And feed the fire. , Ware now all thine ; 
And uſe us ſo: be bold. | 
Doctor. ; Na 
Thanks, gracious lord: * | | 
My honoured lord — 
Due. 
Hum. 4 
Dactor. 


I do beſeech your grace, to bury deep 
This bloody act of mine. | 


Duke. 

Nay, nay, for thar, | : 
Doctor, look you tot; me it ſhall not move; 
They're curſt that ill do, not that ill do love. 

"” Dactor. 

You throw an angry forehead on my ſace: 
But be you pleas'd backward thus for to look, 
That for your good this ill I undertook. 

1 

Aye, aye, we conſtrue ſo. 

and Docfor. 

And only for your love. 

Duke, 


Doctor. 
Nor let it ſtand againſt me as a bar, 
To thruſt me from your preſence : nor believe 
(As princes have quick thoughts) that now my finger 
Being dipt in blood, I will not ſpare the hand; 
But that tor gold (as what can gold not do?) 
| may be hid to work the like on you. ' 
Duale. . 


Confeſt ; 'tis true. 


Which to prevent— 


Y 8 - DoFor. y 


Py 


Dactor. 
"Tis from my heart as far Un 
n Dake. Cel 


No matter, Doctor; *cauſe 11! fearleſs fleep, 
And that you ſhall ſtand clear of that ſuſpicion, 
T baniſh thee for ever from my court. | 


This principle is old, but true as fate; 


Kings may love treaſon, but the traitor hate. 


Dactor. Pot 
Ie't fo ? Nay then, Duke, your ſtale princi 
With one as ſtale the Doctor thus ſhall rag 
He falls himſelt that digs another's pit. 
How now ? where is he ? will he meet me? 


| Enter the Doflor's man. 


Dacror t man. 
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Eu. 


Meet you, ſir? He might have met with three fencen in 
this time, and have receiv'd leſs hurt than by. meeting one 
doctor of phyſick. Why, fir, he has walk'd under the old 
Abby-wall yonder this hour, till he's more cold than a citi- 
zen's country-houſe in January. You may ſmell him be- 


hind, fir : la you, yonder he comes ! 
Door. 

Leave me. 28 my 
nter Hipolito. 
Sh Dottor? 4 man. 
Tth'lurch, if you will. 5 
O, my moſt noble friend! 
Hipolito. 


Few but yourſelf | 
Could have intic'd me thus, to truſt the air 
With my cloſe ſighs. * for me, what news ? 

actor. 


[Exit 


Come, you muſt * d'off thi: black; dye that pale cheek 


Into his own colour. Go, attire yourtelt 


66 def] To def}, is to do off, to put off. So, in King Jobe, A. 3. $1! 


Thou wear a lion's hide !. deff it for ſhame.” | 


' . See Mr. Stecvens's Note on Macbeth, A. 4. S. 3. 


Freſb 


THE HONEST WHORE. «44 
Freſh as 2 bridegroom, when he meets his bride, | 
The duke has done much treaſon to thy lo e: 


Tis now reveal d: tis now to be reveng 
Be merry, honour d friend ; thy lady lives. 
Helle. 


What lady ? * 85 : 
Decor. 12 


Infelice, ſhe's reviv'd. 144 
Reviv'd! alack, death never had the heart 
To take breath from __ 

Umh, I thank you, fir: | 
Phyſick prolongs life, when it cannot ſaves _ 
This helps not my hopes ; ; mine are in their grave: 
You do tome wrong to * me. 

octor. 


By that love, 
Which I have ever born you, what I ſpeak 
Is truth; the maiden lives: that funeral, 
Duke's tears, the mourning was all counterfeit ; 
A ſleepy draught cozen'd the world and you. 
I was bis miniſter ; and then chamber'd up, 


To ſtop diſcovery, 
Hipolito. 


0 treacherous Duke! 
Doctor. 
He cannot hope ſo certainly for bliſs, 
As he believes that I have poiſon d you. 14 658. 
He woo'd me to't; I yielded, and confirm 'd him 
In his moſt bloody thoughts. 


Hipolito. 
A very devil! oy 
er dit cloſe! coach to Bergamo; 
Add the wane.” . 
Hipol 2 
Will I ride : ſtood . 


la the low countries of back bl, [ther 


Y $3 Doctor. 
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You ſhall to her, but 4 to Berga 
How paſſion makes you d — OY | 
Much ay weary 122 "cut off; 
For ſhe * letters *. intel. gence 


Of your *r death, her -_ interment, 
all thoſe plots which that falſe duke her father 


Has wrought againſt you ; and "da meet you 
O, when? g 
"Dotivr. 


Nay, ſee, how covetous are your deſires! 
y to-morrow morn. 
Hipolito. 


O where, good father ? 
Doctor. 
At Bethlem monaſtery. Are you pleas'd „ 


Hipolito. 
At Beth'em monaſtery ! the place well firs, 
It is the ſchool where thoſe that loſe their wits 
Practiſe again to get them. I a" fick 
Of that diſeaſe; all love is lunatick. 
Doctor. 
We'll ſteal away this night in Yome diſguiſe. 
Father An elmo, a moit reverend trier, 
Expects cur coming; before whom we'll lay 
Reaſons ſo ſtrong, that he ſhall yield in bonds - 
Of holy wedlock to tie both your hands. 


Hipolito. 
This is ſuch happineſs, Yon 8 


That to believe it, — tis impoſſible, 
Dar tor. 


Let all your joys then die in miſbelief; 
I will reveal no more. 
Hipolito, 


O yes, father ! 5 
I am fo 9 with deſpair, 
I know not how to hope; I believe all, 


4 , . ; 
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Doftor. 
we'll hence this night; much muſt be done, much faid : 
ut, if the doctor fail not in his ebarms, 


Hipolito. | d | 1 
Heavenly phyſician! far thy fame ſhall ſpread ; 
That mak'ſt two lovets ſpeak, when they be dead. [ Exeunt. 


| Candido's Wife, aud George, Piorat:o mects them, 
O watch, good George, _ which way the duke comes. 
| FP e0 e. 
Here comes one of the wagt aſk him. 
Jr. 
Pray, fir, comes the duke this way ? 
Pioratto, | 
He's upon coming, 2 [ Exit, 
I thank you, fir George, are there many mad folks where 
thy maſter hes ? | 
O, yes; of all countries ſome, bur eſpecially mad Greeks ; 
they ſwarm. Troth, miſtreſs, the world is alter d with you: 
you had not wont to ſtand thus, with a paper, humbly com- 
plaining : bur you're well enough ſerv'd; Provinder prickt 
you, as it does many of our city-wives beſides. 


| fe, 
Do'ſt think, George, we ſhall get him forth ? 
| | | George. 
Truly, miſtreſs, I cannot tell; I think you'll hardly get him 
forth, Why, *tis ſtrange ! 'Sfoot, I have known many women 
that have had mad raſcals to their huſbands, whom they would 


belabour by all means poflible to keep em in their right wits ; 
but of a woman to long to turn a tame man into a madman— 
why the devil himſelf was — ſo by his dam. 

How does he talk, George ? ba, good George, tell me. 


Why, you'd beſt go ſee. 


Y 4 5 
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ot}; + £4 oo: 
Alas, Tm afraid! 


Add! you had indes need be aſham'd: he may rather 
afraid of. "ar 1 
., 


or, George, he's. bot ark-mad, is be ? n 
| he's not horn: mad, nee! 


Nay, I know not that ; but 2 talks like a bie of on, 
of a thouſand marters, and ac — rpole. - 


Ti to the monaſtery, I ſhall be mad till I enjoy him; 1 
ſhall be fick, till I ſee him; yet when I — ſee * I tall 


weep out mine eyes. 8 
| care. 


Fd fain ſee a woman weep out her eyes ; . as true, 1 
to ſay a man's cloak burns when it hangs in the water. I kn 
you'll weep, miſtreſs ; * but what ſays the painted cloth? 

Truft not a woman when ſhe cries ; 

For ſhe'll pump <water from ber eyes, 

Wilh «nf ; and in fafter ſhowers, 
ban April « bk rains down fiewers,  - 


| .. Wife. 
Ay e, but George, that painted cloth is worthy to be hang'd 
up for lying; all women have not tears at will urls they hare 


cauſe. 
good oh 


eorgee 
Aye, but miſtreſs, bow eafily will i" find a cauſe? and as 
one of our cheeſe-trenchers ſays, very learnedly, 
As out of wormwood bees fuck boney ; 
As from clients lawyers firk money ; - 
- As par from a.roaſied concy ; 
. + . 
Louies will have it rain then it drives; 
| The calmeſi huſbands make the flormyeft wives, 


67 but what ſays the painted cloth] This alludes to the faſhion in the 
old tapeftry-hangings, of mottos and moral , from the mouths of 
the figures worked or printed in them. See Notes by Mr. Theobald and 
Mr. Steevens on As you lite it, A. 3. S. 1. where ſeveral inſtances ae 
given of the uſe of the words. wit 


THE /HONEST WHORE. 
r 


Tame, George! but I ha' done ſtorming nor. 5 
n, thin's well; dne en; | throw e this 
faſhion of your humour ; be not 1 in wearing it; 
— This longing has made you 
come ſhort of many a good — you might have had 8 


ſtorm no more, long no more. 


* 


my maſter. Here comes the 


Euter Duke, Fluello, Pioratto, Sinezi, - 
| | 7 Wife. ; 
Oh, I beſeech you pardon my offence, 
In that I durſt abuſe your Grace's warrant; | 
Deliver forth my huſband, Py lord. 


Who is her huſband? - 
Fluello, 

Candide, my ... 

Duke. 


Where is he? . "1 
Wife. 
He's among the lunaticks. 
He was a man made up without a gall; | 
Nothing could move him, nothing could convert 
His meek blood into fury; yet like a monſter, 
I often beat at the moſt conſtant rock 
Of his unſhaken patience, and did long 
To vex him, — 
Duke. 


Did you ſo? 
Wife, 

And for that purpoſe, 
Had warrant from your grace to carry him 
To Bethlem-monaſtery ; hence they will not free him 
Without your grace's * OR him in. 

| e. 

You have long d fair; tis you are mad, I fear: 
It's fit to fetch him thence, and keep you there. 
If he be mad, why would you have him forth? 


: 


* 
' 


* 


249 
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George, 
335 And pleaſe your grace, he's not ſtark-mad ; but onlytalkeite 
a young gentleman, ſomewhat phauraſtically ; that's all: there 


a thc about your cou, cy, and country, madre 
; Pranids s want, you ell bare one hand. 


Here's « warrant ready drawn, my lord. 
** Date. 


Hence with that woman! void the room! 
Fluello. 
Away! the duke's vex d. 


Whoop! come, miſtreſs, 5 uke's mad too, [ Excunt, 
ke. 


Who told me that Hipolito was dead? 
Caftruchio. 
He that can make any man dead, the Doctor. But, my 
lord, he's as full of lite as wild-fire, and as quick. Hi- 
polito, the doctor, and one more, rid hence this evening; 


63 Duke] The firſt edition gives this ſpeech to Cafruch;e. 


. 


THE HONEST WHORE, wp 


the inn_at which they-light is Bethlem-monaſtery. - _ Lafelice 


comes from 
mad, mad, for be means this day to be married. The afternoon is 

the hour, and — agreed | | 
From Bergamo! 2 ir cannot be, 


It cannot be. 282 
I will not . lord; 199" 4 "9 
But this intelligence I took from one 


Whoſe brains work 1 in the 2 9:2 44 
* * - 2 
What's he? | 
Caftruchis; 
Matheo. 8 
Fluello. 
Matheo knows all. | 
Pioraito. 
He's Hipolito boſom. 
Duke: © 
How far ſtands: Berhlem hence? 
Omnes. 
Six or ſeven miles. | 
| * 
Is't even ſo ? Wnt 
Not married till the — you fay ?, 


Stay, ſtay, let's work out ſome prevention. 

How! this is molt ſtrange ; can none 

But mad-men ſerve to dreſ their wedding diner? 
All ot y.,u get preſently to horſe, | . 
Diſ-uiſe yourſelves like country — 

Or riding citizens, or ſo; and ake 

Each man a ſeveral path, but let us meet 

Ar Bethlem-monaſtery; ſome ſpace of time 

Being ſpent between the arrival each of other, 

As it we came to ſee the lunaticks. 

To horſe! away! be ſecret on your lives; - 


. Fluello 
Be ſecret on your lives! Caſtruthio 
Tune but a ſcurvy ſpaniel. Honeit lord! 


and meets them there. Hipolits is 


Love muſt be puniſh'd, that unjuſtly thrives, { Exeunt, 


Good 


* _ 


. 
* . . 
* « . 
. 4 - 


3.5 


Good lady! zounds, their love is juſt, * 

ee ee Land [Exi, 

| uus Frier Anſelmo, 2 Matheo, Infelicia, 
"I nay, e goed backer, or dang. 


THE'HONEST WHORE, 


Anſelmo. 
You preſs me to an act, both full of danger 
— full of happineſs ; for I behold | 
our father's frowns, his threats: nay, perhaps teh, 
* him that dare do this: yet, noble lord, 
Such comfortable beams break thro? theſe clouds 
By this bleſt marriage, that (your honour'd wand 
Being pawn'd in my defence) I will tie __ 
The holy wedding knot. | 


Toſh, fear not the duke. 
0 ſon, wiſely to fear, is ** be Free from fear, 


70. 

Vou have our words, and you ſhall have our lives , 
To guard you fafe from all enſuing danger. 

Matheo. | 
Aye, aye, chop em up and away. 
Anſelmo. | 
Stay, when is't fit for me, ſaiclt for you, f 
To entertain this buſineſs ? | 


Hipolito. 


Anſelmo, - 
Be't fo: there's a.chapel ſtands hard by, 
Upon the weſt end of the abbey-wall, 
Tnither convey porn, and when the ſun 
Hath turn'd his back upon this upper world, 
Fil marry you; that done, no thund'ring voice 
Can break the ſacred bond; gn lady, bere you are moſt ſafe, 


nfelicia, . 


F atber, your love's moſt dear. | 
Matheo. | 
Aye, well ſaid; lock us into ſome little room by ourſehez 


that we may be mad for an hour or two. f 
Hipolito. 


/ 


Not till the evening. 


* 3 5 : 4 * N ” 3 a by F< _— * 4 

4 _ P 4 LI of — * Y : "IT \ : "yy 2, 2 L ' 

— * * * | | 
N 


tha 
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Hipolite. 
Matheo, no; let's make no noiſe, _\\ - | 
0, good  Matheo. 


How! no noiſe! do you know where you are?” "foot, 
amongſt all the mad-caps in Milan: fo that to throw the houſe 
we lurk here ** to ſteal mutton. The more ſober we are, the 
more ſcurvy tis; and tho' the frier tells us, that here v are 
ſafeſt, im not of his mind; for, if thoſe lay here that had loſt 
their money, none would ever look after them ; but here are 
none but thoſe that have loſt their wits ; ſo that if hue and ory 
be made, hither they'll come, and my reaſon is, becauſe none 


goes to be married till he be ſtark- mad. 
| 2  Hipolite, F 
Muffle yourſelves ; yonder's Fluello. 
Enter Fluello. 
Mateo. 
Zounds ! wr F 
Fluello. 


O, my lord, theſe cloaks are not for this rain: the tempeſt 
is too great; I come ſweating to tell you of it, that you may get 


out of it. * 
Marbeo. 
Why, what's the matter? 
| ; Fluells. a : | bs 4 
: What's the matter! you have matter'd it fair: the duke's at / 


985 to feal mutton] i. e. to ſteal a wench. Mutton, in the language of 
the times, ſignified a fille de joye, So, in The Virgin Martyr, by Maſunger 
and Dekkar, A. 2. S.2: ** She Il do well enough there; 2 priſoners 
« are more hungry after mutton, than catch-poles after priſoners.” , 179 
Marſton's Dach Courtena, A. 5: I have a piece of mutton and a * 
© feather-bed for you at all times.“ 
Green s Fryer Facon and Fryer Bangay, Sign. H 1: © The old lecher 
© hath gotten holy mutton to him, a nunne, my lord.” 4 
Again, Bellafroot ſays in the preſent Scene: © Baa! lamb, there 
« you-lie ; for I am mutton.” | 
Laced muttox is frequently mentioned in Shakſpeare and other writers. 
See the Notes of Mr. Theobald, Mr. Steevens, and Mr. Malone, on the 
Tao Gentlemen of Verona, A. 1. 8. 1. 


—_ 
4520 — 


one. 


— 
— — — a 
— — 
1 * n am mats 
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. 


* Matheo. 


| them, if you have but courage. 
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The duke! lice ee e 228 i 
The duke. 

. Hipolito,, - 
Then all: vr plots are turn'd — nd, we are 


blown up with our own underminings. *'Sfoor, h 
——— 
: Flaetlo: 
- Caſtruchiv; c haas to th duke and Maths here w 
Caſtruchio.: - 


P e , 
Matheo. 


'Sfoot, he damn'd himſelf to the pit of hel, if be ſpake on 
again. 5 


So did you ſwear to me; . 


W e kn 


hs . Y as Md 


Pox on em! and there be no faith in men, if a man ſhall 
not believe oaths. eee chat 


he would never open his lips. 


lito. 
r | Hpolite 
Anſelmo. 

Son, be not "RMA. have patience, you ſhall trip your 

enemy down by his own * How far is the duke hence? 
KO | 

He's but new ſet out: Caſtruchio, Pioratto, and Sineai, 

come along with him: you have time — yet to prevent 


By K 


Anſelmo, 
You ſhall ſteal ſecretly into * ch 
And preſently be married. If the du 
Abide here ſtill, ſpite of ten thouſand eyes, 
You ſhall ſeape — like friers. 


69 He took bread and ſalt] See Note 41 to Gammer Gurzon's Needlt 


vol. II. p. 31. 
an A Barnaby Rich's Deſcription of Ireland, 1610, p.29: © I vil 
« truſt him better, that offereth to ſweare hy, bread and Lal, then him that 


« offereth to ſweare by the Bible.” ; 
2 Hipolits 


= = 


THE HONEST WHORE „„ 


o bleſt diſguiſe! O happy man! 

alk not of happineſs, till your clos d hand 
Hers ber by dk forehead, like the lock of ö. | 
Be not too flow, nor haſty, now you climb ; 
Up to the tow'r of bliſs z only be wary 


nd patient, that's all. If you like my plot, 
30 al diſpatch ; if act, (farewel) then not. 


| ts. 


Matheo. 
No words, I pray, Fluello ; for it ſtands us upon 


Oh, fir, let that be your leſſon. *' 
Alas, poor lovers ! on what hopes and fears 
Men toſs themſelves for women! when ſhe's got, 
The beſt has in her that which pleaſeth not. 


Enter the Duke, Caſtruchio, Pioratto, and Sinczi, from ſeveral 


5, muſſied, A 


Duke. 


Who's there? 
My lord | 
| Duke. | : 
N = ſend * lord away be all 
ip will ſpoil all: let's fellows, 
What's he * 
| Caftruchio. 
Fluello; or Sinezi, by his little legs. 2 
1 | Onaes. 


oh. * 2 
* 7 N a” PREY N 
* 99 1 8 we” les x + * — FIT! " 1 * 0 N 
x 4 1 Sa as * * * * 5 i l "8 . \ FEES - g 
« mg 4 . > 7 | * 7 V pY L : N N 4 8 
- a R b G c pA 7 4 4 2 
* 4 F G E bo. 
R . 1 4 
4 0 = N 1 
— / f 
* - . - 
, 


Ones. 
| All friends, all friends. nn 
Dake. 
What! met upon the very point of time. 


E ee | | 
np Were 

This is the m TL n 
place, y | 


Dream you on lordſhips! come, no more lards," prays 
You have not ſeen theſe lovers yet? 


N Omnes. 

ot 

_ wen 
Cuſtruckio, ant thou fre di wedding feat, 

Ts not till afternoon ? 4 
80 ut, my lord. 8 7 

tis given o e 
gi , my „ = 


Nay, nay, tis like; ; thieves muſt obſerve their boum: : 
Lovers watch minutes like aſtronomers. 
How ſhall tbe interim _— be ſpent ? | 


Let all go ſee the mad men. : 
* Omnes. 
| Maſs! content. : 


Enter Town like @ foveeper.. 
| Duke. 
Oh, las comes one; 1 him, queſtion him. 
lue 
How now, honeſt fellow F doſt thou belong to the houſe? 
OWN. 

Yes, forſooth, I am one of the implements ; I ſweep the 
mad men's rooms, and fetch ſtraw for em; and buy chains to 
tie em, and rods to u hip 'em. I was a mad wag myſelt here 
once; but I thank father Anſelmo, he laſh'd r me into my right 


mind again. 
Dake. 


Anſelmo is the frier muſt marry them; 
Queſtion him where he is. 


Caftrubis, 


Tut konzsr WROAHK 3 


And where is father Anſelmo, now ? | \ 7 
' Marry, he's gone but een now. | 
FRY RE 0 , 6 0 
Aye, well done: tell me, whither is he gone? 
od "oi hty WY | 
Why, to God a 3 | 1 
1. 8 W 5% | 
Ha, ha, this fellow is a fool, talks idly. 2 | 
? Pioraito. | | 
Sirrah, are all the mad 3 in Milan brought hither ? 
| | Wn 


How, all ? there's a queſtion, indeed! Why, if all the mad 
folks in Milan ſhould come hither, there would not be left ten 


men in the city. 
. Duke. 
Few gentlemen or courtiers here, ha ? 


Town, 

Oh yes, abundance, abundance! lands xo ſooner fall into 
their hands, but ſtrait they run out o their wits, Citizens ſons 
and heirs are free of the houſe by their fathers' copy. Farmers 
ſons come hither like geeſe, in flocks ; and, when they ha? ſold 
all their corn-fields, here they fic and pick the ſtraws, 

Sinexi. 

Methinks you ſhould * women here, as well as men. 

om. 

Oh, aye: 4 plague on em, “there's no ho with them; they 
are adder than march-hares. | | 

Fluello. 
Are there no lawyers here amongſt you? 
Town, 

Oh no, not one: never any lawyer. We dare not let a 
lawyer come in; for he'll make em mad faſter than we can 
recover em. SA | 


70 there's no bo with them] i. e. there are no bounds or reſtraints with 
them, So, in Green's Fryer Bacon and Fryer Bungay, Sign. G 3: 
cher for he once loved the Air maid of Freſing field out of all hoe.” 

: Naſh's Lenten Stuff, 1599: © — there is no bo with him, but once 

heartened thus, c.. 


Vo I. III. 2 Dale. 


nnn 


Cf . | Due. \, F | 
And bow long is't a you recover any of theſe ? 


OWN, 
Why, according to the quantity of the moon that's got into 
'em. | An alderman's fon will be mad a great while, a very 
great while; eſpecially if bis friends left him well. A whore 
will hardly come to her wits again. A puritan, there's no 
hope of him, unleſs he may pull down the ſteeple, and hang 
himſelf i the bell-ropes. . 3 | 


I perceive all ſorts of fiſh Foun to your net. 
> 2 n. 
Yes, in truth; we have 7* blocks for all heads; we hare 
ſtore of wild oats here. For the courtier is mad at the 
citizen ; the citizen is mad at the countryman ; the ſhoe- 
maker is mad. at the cobler; the cobler at the carman; the 
punk is mad, that the merchant's wife is no whore; the 
merchant's wife is mad, that the punk is ſo common a whore, 
—God's-ſo, here's father Anſelmo! Pray ſay nothing, that! 
tell tales out of the ſchool, [Exit 


| Ormnes. 
God bleſs you, father! 
| Enter Ank 


| $4 Anſelmo. 
Thank you, gentlemen, 
ds Ca 10. 


Pray may we ſee ſome of thoſe wretched ſouls, 
That here are in your keeping? | 


Anſelmo. 
Ves, you ſhall: 
But, gentlemen, I muſt diſarm you then. 
There are of madmen, as there are of tame, 
All humour'd not alike. "We have here ſome 


* 1 


11 Blocks for all heads ;] 1. e. hats. See Mr. Steevens's Note on K 


Lear, A. 1. S. 6. ; 3 
Again, in Lyly's Fuphues and his England, p. 51: — © which varietie 
« of chaunging being oftentimes noted of a grave gentleman of Naples, 
a "who having bought @ hat of the neweſt faſhion and beſt blocke in al 
Italy, and wearing it but one daie, it was told him that it was ſtale, ye 


* 


rr 


<< 
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a 


80 apiſh and fantaſtick, play with a feather ; 

And, tho? *twould grieve a ſoul to ſee God's image 
So blemiſh'd and defac'd, yet do they act 

Such antick, and ſuch lunacies, 

That, ſpite of ſorrow, 111 
Others, again, we have, like hungry lions, 
Fierce as wild bulls, untameable as flies ; | 
And theſe have oftentimes from ſtrangers” fides 
Snatch'd rapiers ſuddenly, and done much harm, 


Whom, if you'll ſee, you muſt be weaponleſs. 
| Omnes, | 
With all our hearts. 
4 Anſelmo, 
Here, take theſe weapons in. 
Stand off a little, pray; ſo, fo, tis well. 
Tl ſhew you here a man, that was ſometimes 
A very grave and wealthy citizen; 
Has ſerved a prenticeſhip to this misfortune, 
. Bergamo. 
How fell he from his wits ? 
l Anſelmo. 
N loſs at ſea. 
I 


aſide, queſtion him = alone A 
a wo 


Pl 
For, if he ſpy me, he'll not 
Unleſs he's thoroughly vext. 


Alas, poor ſoul! 
A old man, 
is Dake. 


God ſpeed, father. | 
1. Madman. 
God ſpeed the plough: thou ſhalt not ſpeed me. 


ioratto. 
We ſee you, old man, for all you dance in a net. 


Caftruchio. 


thee 
22 


Diſcovers an old man, in a net, 
al. re 


1 . 
True; but thou wilt dance in a halter, and I ſhall not ſee 


bs Fin: HONEST e 


©, do rt ver him, Pray. n 
e e ge 

Are you a fiſherman, father 7 £ eee e e 

{ ae. * wal. Jad 

No, I'm neither fiſh nor fleſh, © dP | 
'*  Pluello.” FRY 

What do you with that net, Wien 2 
1 * Madman. 

Do'ſt not 0 fool! there's a freſh ſalmon in't. If you flep 
one foot further, you'll be over ſhoes; for you ſee I'm over 
head and ears in the alt water: and if you fall into this 
whirlpool, where I am, y are drown'd! y'are a drown'd rat— 

I am fiſhing here for five ſhips, but I cannot have a 

draught ; for my net breaks ſtill, "and breaks; but TI break 
ſome of your necks, and I catch you in my clutches. Stay, 
ſtay, ſtay, ſtay, ſtay : where's the wind, where's the wind, 
where's the wind, where's the wind ? Out, you gulls; you 
gooſecaps, you godgeon-caters! Do you look for the wind in 
the heavens ? ha, ha, ha, ha! no, no! Look there, look 
there, look there: the wind is always at that door. Hark, 


how it blows !' pooff, pooff, pooff. 


Omnes. 
Ha, ha, ha. 
1 7 Madman, | 
Do you laugh at God's creatures? Do you mock old age, 
you fogues? Is this grey beard and head counterfeit, that 
you cry ha, ha, ha ?—Sirrah, art not thou my eldeſt ſon ? 


7 ioratto, 
Yes, indeed, father, as 
an, 


Then th'art a fool: * my eldeſt ſon had a 7? polt foot, 


72 a pol! feot,] a a tar foot ſeems to be the ſame we now call a D 

So, in Ben Jonſon's Poeta/ler, A. 4. S. 7 

« What's become of my little punk Veans, * the pauli fot ſtinkard 
& her huſband ? ha!” 

Dedication to Eupbues: 

Vulcan was painted curiouſly, yet wich a pol Foote.” 

Ibid. p. 3 | 

«© Venus . 8 content to take the black-ſmith with his powlt foot.” 
 Dekkar's Villainies diſcovered, 1620, Sign. C. 

„ new bootes to hide his pot forte.” 


* + 
7d G 


crooked 


e A__d ll AR. rr, => war =" ts. tt. 


made him a ſcholar, and he made himſelf a fool—Sirrab ! 
thou there, hold out thy hand. | 15552 


1 8 1 * Duke. | | WW 
d? .here tis. e OP avs f | 1 
a FF 

Look, look, look, look ! has he not long nails, and ſhort 
hair ? 7 $3.4 11; thpik £7 11 

|  Fluello. 
Yes, monſtrous ſhort hair, and abominable long nails. 
r Madman, . 
Ten- penny nails, are wn = i 
Yes, ten-penny nails, 


1 Madman 


| . | | a 2 Y 
Such nails had my ſecond boy, Kneel down, thou varlet, 


and aſk thy father bleſſing. Such nails had my middlemoſt 
ſon, and I made him a promoter : and he ſcrap'd, aud ſcrap'd, 


and ſcrap'd, till he got the devil and all; but be ſcrap'd thus, 


and thus, and thus, and it went under his legs; till, at length, 
a company of kites, taking him for carrion, ſwept up all, all, 
all, all, all, all, all !-—-If you love your. lives, look to your- 
ſelves ! ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee ! the Turk's gallies are fighting with 
my ſhips! bounce goes the guns: oh! cry the men: rom- 
ble, romble go the waters. — Alas! there! tis ſunk, —'tis 
ſunk: I am undone, I am undone ! you are the dama'd pirates 
have undone me, - you are, by th' lord ! you are! ſtop em; 


you are! | 
Why how now, firrah, muſt I fall to tame you? 
Madman 


I . | 
Tame me! no: Ill be madder than a roaſted cat: ſee, ſee ! 
I am burnt with 3 theſe are our cloſe fights! 


II whip you, if you grow unruly thus, 
Madman 


Whip me! out, you toad! whip me! what juſtice is this, 
to whip me becauſe I am a beggar.?—Alas ! I am a poor man; 
a very poor man : I am ſtarved, and have had no meat, by 
this light, ever fince the great flood: I am a poor man! 


13 pear-colour'd beard :] See Note 211 to The Spaniſh Tragedy, p- 198. 
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crooked legs, a verjuice face, and a 77 pear-colour'd bead: 1 5 
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of Cuz Honns? WHor, 


Wen, well, be quiet, and you ſhall hare meat. 


Aye, aye, pray do; for, look here my guts: 
are my ribs des way look thro” my EY E 
rng guts, my very guts; oh, oh! 


Take him in there. 
A very piteous fight. 
3 NE a 
A hav 
you _ ——_— 


They muſt be us d like children; 'd with | 
And anon whipt for their 8 | 5 80 
Til ſhew you now a pair quite different 

From him that's gone; he was all words: and theſe, 
Unleſs you urge em, ſeldom ſpend their ſpeech; 
But have their tongues. La, you; this hithermoſt 
Fell from the happy quietneſs of mind, 

About a maiden, that he lov'd, who died: 

He follow'd her to church, being full of tears, 

And, as her body went into the ground, 

He fell ſtark- mad. That is a married man, 

Vos jealous of a 7 7 , ſome ſay) 

very virtuous wife; that = him. 


2 
gers, and lay with my wife : whore, 


All theſe are whore-mon 


whore, whore, whore, whore ! 


Flaello. 
-, Obſerve him. 
2 Madman. N 

Gaffer ſhoe- maker, you pull'd on my wife's pumps, and 
then crept into her pantofles : lie there, lie there — This was 
her taylor; you cut out her looſe-bodied gown, and put in 2 
yard more than I allow'd her: lie there, by the. ſhoe-makers. 
.. 0, maſter doctor, are you here? you gave me a purgation, 
| and then crept into my wife's chamber, to feel her pulſes; 
and you faid, and ſhe ſaid, and boy's maid ſaid, that they went 
pit- a · pat, pit· a-· pat, pit - a- pat: doctor, I'll put you anon into 
my wife's urinal. Heigh, come aloft, Jack : "this * = 


* 


- #35 
_ 


THE HONEST WHORE. . 
{chool-maſter, 2 taught her to play N the 74 virgoal; and 
till his Jacks leapt up, up: -prick'd her out nothing but 
dy Hias; ber Ill prick pou al? e e 
ſhoemaker,—ſhoeinaker — fiddler — doctor—taylor —fo ! —lie 
with my wife again, now! © 4 
Caftruchio, | 
See how he notes the other now he feeds. | 
| 2 Madman. 


I'll give thee none. 
Us | Fa 2 * Madman. es 
ive me ſome | 5 
eb 3 Madman. | 
Tll not give thee a bit. 
Give me that 75 flap-dra — 
we me n. 
Pp = 9 
I'll not give thee a ſpoonful! thou lieſt, it's no dragon; 
'tis a parrot, that I bought for my ſweet-heart, and I'll keep it. 
; 2 Madman. 
75 Here's an almond for parrot. 


| 3 Madman, 
Hang thyſelf. 
| 2 Madman. 
Here's a rope for parrot. 


14 virginals ;] % A virginal, ſays Mr. Steevens, as I am informed, is 
«a very ſmall kind of ſpinnet. Queen Elizabeth's wirgina/-book is yet 
« in being, and many of the leſſons in it have proved fo difficult, as to 
« baffle our moſt expert players on the harpficord.” See Note on the 
Winters Tale, A. 1. S. 2. Blount, in his Gloſographia, ſays, this muſical | 
inſtrument is called virginals; becauſe maids and virgins db moſt com- 
monly play on them. 

15 flap-dragen.] A flap-dragon, ſays Dr. Johnſon, Note to the Second 
Part of Henry IV. A. 2. S. 4. is fome ſmall combuſtible body, fired 
* at one end, and put afloat in a glaſs of liquor. It is an act of a toper's 
* dexterity to told off the glaſs in ſuch a manner as to prevent the 
# flap-dragen from doing miſchief.” To ſwallow a flap-dragor, or a raw 
egg, were formerly among the cant proverbs among Drunkards Ph;//o- 
otbonifla, 1635, p. 65. 

16 Here's an almond for parrot.] The Title of a Pamphlet, called, 
„An Almond for a Parrot, or Cuthbert Curry-knaves Almes.” B. L. No date 


is here alluded to. 
Z 4 3. Mad- 


THE, HONEST, WHORE, 
je *. ak . 6 ; 


| ru ior a thee, an dh ive mo none. 
; 


| war thou? pings Phe KG: 
Fil run a tilt at thee, an” * thou'l give me none. 
3 Madman. 
Wo't thou? do, an EI. ers 
2 Madman 


Bounce. | 
3 Madman. 
Oh! I am lain 3 murder, e I am lain; 
my brains are beaten out. | 
Anſelms. 
How now, you villains 3 me whips: I'll whip you, 


Jam dead! Lon thin] ring our the bell, for Iam dex. 


How will you do now, firrah ? you ha? kill'd him. 
2 Madman. 

Ill — at ſefions. He was eating of almond· butter 
and I long 'd for't: the child had never been deliver'd out of 
my belly, " I had not kilkd him. Pll anſwer't at _ fo 
my wite may be burnt Yth* hand too. 

Anſelmo. ” 4 
Take'em i in both; bury him, for he's dead. 
3 Madman. 


Aye, indeed, [ am dedd; put me, I pray, into a good pi 


2 Madman 
Pl anſwert at ſeſſions, 5 [Zenn 


Enter Bellafront mad. 
Anſelmo. 
How now, huſwife, whither gad you ? 
Bellafront. 
A putting, forſooth. How do you, gaffer? how do you, 
 . gaffer? there's a French curt'ſy for you too. Rab. 


THE HONEST. WHORE. 


She came in but this day: eis Unie idhy, 
And therefore has the freedom of the houſe. 
Do 1 Y 1 * "TH 
not you know me nor you ? nor you? nor you? 
i Omnes. * : 


No, indeed. 


Bellafront, 
Then'you are an aſs,—and you are an aſs, —and you are an 
aſs; for I know you; 
Anſelmo, 
Why, what are they? _ tell me, what are they? 


Bellafront. 
They're fiſh-wives : will you buy any gudgeons? „ God's- 
_ yonder come friers ! 1 know them too : how do you, 


Enter Hipolito, Matheo, and Infelice, digujed is the Bb. 
af friers. 1 


Anſelmo. _ 
Nay, nay, away ; you muſt not trouble friers : 
The duke is here, ſpeak nothing. 


Be llafront. 
Nay, indeed, you ſhall not go; 58 we'll run i bariibrak 
firſt; and you ſhall be in hell. 
Matheo. 
My punk turn'd mad whore, as all her fellows are! 
| Hipolito, 
Speak nothing ; but ſteal hence, when you ſpy time. 
77 N ö — a —_ on 5 — 20 Venice, vol. _ 
I It, I ernaps, how — 18 ON corru 
be fatty 00 
78 we'll run at barlibreak See Note on The Bird in a Cage, A. 5. 
vill 


Anſelno. 


" 


* * 4 
7 4 4 
7 2 f . 
_ - 
* 


— 
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TU tek you up if r ; fel 


Fie! fob! 12 fill T ha 


Date, 


Wal, then, ha hutaf; ban 5 3 
Il have you lock d up faſt, 8 
Pioratio. 


Come, to their fortunes, 


bw Bellafront « 
Let me ſee, one, two, three, and four, ru begin with ts 

little finger firſt. Here's a five hand, indeed ! I never faw 

enn here's a hand for a lady! here“ 


fortune : 
1 a frier better than a nun; 
Ter long you N love no frier, nor no frier's ſon. 
Bow a little : the line of life is out; yet, I'm afraid, 
For all you're holy, you'll not die a maid, 


Now to you, frier Tack: 


God ſend me good luck. 
Bellafront. 
You love one, and one loves you ; 
You are dl. * ſhe's Jew: 
18 A ˖ ever — 
Here 1 12 


o, your wit ® drops,— 


Troth, fo does your noſe ; 


| Nay, let's ſhake bands with you too. 
. Pray open: here's a fine hand. 


| 70 Now to you, 2 Tuck. Frier Tuck is introduced into Hey wood 
Play of Robert of untington, part 2d. as the Chorus. 
20 wit] So the firſt edition. All the reſt read wer; 


I oo Ho, 


nes * 44 ed ed pA yd 


NEST WHORE: © of 


"oY 4 
Here's a free fable, but a frozen breaſt; Aale 
For you'll ſtarve thoſe that love you beſt: | 

Yet you have good fortune; for, if I am no lier, 

Then you are no frier; nor you, nor you, no frier. 


Hs, ba, ha, ba! „  [Piſerorrs them, 


Are hdly habits cloaks for villainy ? 
Draw all your weapons, 
Hipolito. 


Do, diaw all your weapons. 

Duke. 

Where are your weapons ? draw. 
Omnes 


The frier has gull'd us of em. ; 


 Maitheo, 
O rare trick! | 
You ha' learnt one mad point of arithmetick. 
Hipolito. 
Why ſwells your ſpleen ſo high? againit what boſom _ 
Would you your weapons draw? her's! *tis your daughters: 
Mine! tis your ſon's. 


15% 


1 


| Dake. 
Son ? | 
Son der ff | F 
by yon un. 
f F wy | Hipolito. 


Vou cannot ſhed blood here, but tis your own : 
To ſpill your own blood, were damnation. 
Lay ſmooth that wrinkled brow, and I will throw 
Myſelt beneath your feet. 
Let it be rugged ſtill, and flinted o'er; 
What can come forth but ſparkles, that will burn 
Yourſelf and us ? ſhe's mine; my claim's moſt good ; 
dhe's mine by marriage, tho? ſhe's your's by blood, 

| nſelmo, 

(Kneeling) J have a hand, os lord, deep in this at: 
For I foreſaw this ſtorm ; yet willingly 
Put forth to meet it. Ott have I ſeen a father 

ing the wounds of his dear ſon in tears; 


A ſon 
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A ſon to curſe the ſword, that ſtruck his father 
Both flain th quarrel of your familie. 
Thoſe ſcars are now ta'en off; and I beſeech you 
To ſeal our pardon. All was to this end; 9 
To turn the antient hates of your two houſes 
To freſh 22 iendſhip, that your loves might look 
Like the ſpting's forehead, comfortably ſweet ; | 
And your vert fouls in peaceful union meet, 
Their blood will now be your's, your's will be their ß; 
And happineſs ſhall crown: _—— hairs. 
luello. | x 


You ſee, my lord, there's now no remedy, 
* 5 Omnes. & 
2 5. 5 | 


You beſeech fair; you have me in place fit 
To bridle me. Riſe, frier; you may be glad 
You can make mad men tame, and tame men mad. 
Since fate hath conquer'd, I muſt reſt content 
To ſtrive now would but add new puniſhment : 
I yield unto your happineſs. Be bleſt ; | 
Our families ſhall henceforth breathe in reſt. 
2 0 1 Omnes. 5 
O 0 19 9 | 
Your's now is my content; 
I throw upon your joys — 
bs JR 
Am not I a good girl, for finding the frier in the well? 
God's-ſo, you are a brave man! will not you buy me ſome 
ſugar-plumbs, becauſe I am 3 good a fortune- teller? 
4 uke. | 
Would thou had'ſt wit, thou pretty ſoul, to aſk, 
As I have will to give. | 
Bellafront + 


Pretty ſoul ! a pretty ſoul is hetter than a pretty body. Do 
1 my pretty foul ? I know you: is not your name 


Matheo, 
Les, lamb, 
7 | Bellafrat. 


© Wo 
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22 1 
Baz! lamb, there you tis; for *® [ am mutron. Lal, 
man ! he was mad for me once; and I was mad for him once; 
ind he was mad for her once: and were you never mad r 
I warrant. I had a fine jewel once, a very fine jewel! and 
that naughty man ſtole it awa from me; a very fine jewel! 


ke, 
What jewel, pretty maid? * | 
Bellafront. f 


Maid! nay, that's a lye. O, twas a tick vel, e erde 
i ebe and had not you it, * : 


beo. 


Out, you mad afs, away. 


Duke. 


= © PHE he ſhall make thee amends, and 


marry thee. . 
Bellafron LA 
Shall he? 121 '0 brave an, 1 Bradly then! 
KRe. 
And, if he bear the mind 2 gentleman, 
I know he will. 


A 


I think I rifled her of ſome foch paulry jewel 


Did you ? then marry her ; you ſee the wrong 
Has * her . into a lunacy. 


Mathes, , 
How, marry her, my lord? *sfoot, marry a mad wild let 
a man get the tameſt wife he can come Ys EY be mad enough 
afterwards, do what he can. 
Dute. | 
Nay, then, father Anſelmo here ſhall do his beſt, 
To bring her to her wits. And will you, then? 
Matheo, 
I cannot tell: I may chuſe. 
| Duke. 
Nay, then law ſhall compel: I tell you, fir, 


Y I am mutton.] See Note 68. p. 349. 
Eat brave Aru bur of Brady] An alluſion to the old Ballad of that 


, So 
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eee, me, you ſhould not breathe 
nn 5 
| theo. 

' Wl, ons when her wits la in their right n 


mu ber. 
Bellafront. 


I thank * your grace. Nate, thou art mine. 
I am not mad ; but put on this diſguiſe 
Only for you, my lord; for you can tell 
Much wonder of me: but you are gone Wann 
Matheo, thou did'ſt firſt turn my ſoul black; 
Now make it white again. I do proteſt, 
Fm pure as fire now, chaſte as 


Cynthia's breaſt, 
0s 
I ducft be lan, Matheo, fes indeed. . 


” 0s 

Coney-catcht! gull'd! muſt I fail in your bre. 

, Becauſe I help d to rear our main - maſt firſt ? ; 
Plague found you for't! tis well— | bo 

The cuckold's ſtamp goes current in all nations: 

Some men have horns given them at their creations. 

If I be one of thoſe—why, ſo! it's better ; 

To take a common wench, and make her 

That one that fimpers, and, at firſt, will f. 

Be tempted forth over the threſhold door ; 

Yer, in one ſe'nnight, zounds, turns arrant whore. 

Come, wench, thou ſhalt be mine; give me thy golls, 

We'll talk of legs hereafter. See, w_ lord! 


| God give us Joy! 
a Ommes. 
God give you joy ! | 
Enter Candido's rh and George. 
- Ge 
Come, miſtreſs, we are in now ; mas, and ſee, we 
come in pudding- time; for here's the duke. 
Wife. 
My huſband, good my lord !— 


32 — ] See Note to The M Quinborough, 
Dn 1 ayer of 3 


* * * 
* _— 
* 
8 . 
* 


THE HONEST WHORE 3 


Dale. 5 
Hare I thy huſband? 11 


It's Candido, my lord; he's here 2 Fa- 
ther Anſelmo, pray fetch him forth. [Rai Anſelmo.] This 
mad woman is his wife; and, tho' ſhe were not with child, yet 
did the long, 0 „ to have her . — 
becauſe ſhe w re he ſhould turn placed hi 
— — Yooder be comes: , Ae, 

| Dale. 
Come hither, fignior—Are you mad ? 


You are not mad. | 
Why, I know that, 


1 


Dake. 


Then pou know I am not mad, that know 
You are not mad, and that you are the duke. 
None is mad here, but one How do you, wife ? 
What do you long for, now ?—pardon, my lord: 
She had loſt hef child's noſe I did cut out 
Pennyworth's of lawn; the lawn was yet mine own: 
A carpet was my gown ; yet twas mine own: 
I wore my man's coat; yet the cloth mine own: 
Had a crack'd crown, the crown was yet mine own: 
ohe ſays for this 'm mad; were her words true, 
I ſhould me mad, indeed.—O, fooliſh ſkill, 
Is patience madneſs ? I'll be a mad-man {till 
Wife. 
Forgive me, and Dll vex you ir no more. 
9 we'll have you friends, Join - hearts, join 
Candido. | 
See, my lord, we are even. | * 
Nay, riſe; for ill deeds . none but heaven. '} 
uke, 
Signior, methinks patience has laid on you 
Such heavy weight, that you ſhould loath it. 


r * 
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Loath it 64+ G) 
Due 


For he, whoſe breaſt is tender, blood ſo cool, 

That no wrongs heat it, is a patient fool : | 
What comfort do you find in being fo calm? 
\./ Thar which green wounds reveive fro ban 
15 which green wounds receive from ſovereign balm; 
Patience, my lord! why, tis the foul of peace: M PE: #7 
Of all the virtues, tis neareſt kin to heaven; 
It makes men look like Gods, The beſt of men 
That cer wore earth about him, was a ſufferer; - - 
A ſoft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil ſpirit. 
The firſt true gentleman, that ever breath d 
The ſtock of patience, then, cannot be poor; 
All it deſires it has; what monarch more? 
It is the greateſt enemy to law | 7 
That can be; for it doth. embrace all wrong, 
And fo chains up lawyers' and womens” tongues, 
"Tis the perpetual priſoner's liberty, ayer OM 
His walks and orchards : tis the bond-ſlave's freedom; 
And makes him ſeem proud of each iron chain, 
As tho? he wore it more for ſtate than pain: 
It is the beggar's muſick ; and thus fings, 
Although their bodies beg, their ſouls are kings. 
O, my Tread liege I it is the ſap of bliſs, 
Rears us aloft ; makes men and angels kiſs : 
And laſt of all, to end a houſhold ſtrife, 
It is the honey, gainſt a waſpiſh wife. 

g Duke. 0 "Eg 

Thou giv'ſt it lively colours: who dare ſay 
He's mad, whoſe words march in ſo good array? 
Twere fin all women ſhould ſuch huſbands have; 
For man muſt then be his wife's ſlave : 
Come, therefore, you ſhall teach our court to ſhine : 
So calm a ſpirit is worth a golden mine. 
Wives, with meek huſbands, that to vex them long, 
In Bedlam muſt they dwell : elſe dwell they wrong, [ Exeunt. 
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PART THE SECOND. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON 


DU EE. 
Hirol i ro, Huſband to IxTRTIcx. 
OxLAN DO FriscoBALDoO, Father to B&LLAFRONT, 
MArnzo, Huſband to BELLAFRONT. 
Canp1po, the Patient Man. 
Lopovico, ' 
BzRx ALDO. 
CaroLo, 
8 Foxrix ELI. 
A rolro. 
| Ax ron Gon ro, a Poor Scholar, 
BE LCALPDo. 
Bzr Ax, the Iriſh Footman. 23 
Bors 


WOMEN. 


BxLLAarnzonr, the Honeſt Whore. 

\ INFELICE. 

Canpipo's Bride. 

Miſtreſs HoxsELE acn, a Bawd, 

DoxoTHEA TARGET, 

PRNELO ER WHOREHOUND, - Yrs 


CATHERINA BOUNTINALL, 


Vintners, Conſtable, Maſters of Bridewell, Beadles, 
Prentices, Pages, and Servants. a 
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The SECOND PART of 


THE HONEST WHORE... 


* 


ACTUS PRIMUS. SCANA PRIMA. 


Enter at one door Beraldo, Carolo, Fontinell, Aſtolfo, with 
Kerwving- men, or Pages attending on them; at another door enter 
Lodovico, meeting them, 


* Lodevict 
(Goop day, Gallants, 


Good morrow, ſweet Lodovico. 
| ER. 


How doeſt thou, Carolo ? al | 
Faith, as hyſiciars do in a plague, ſee the world fick, and 
am well lf, 
| Fontinell. 

Here's a ſweet morning, "= way | 

Oh, a morning to tempt Jove from his Ningle Gani 
which is but = > dairy * green — as — 
going a milking; Wenn lord ſtirring yet? 

Yes, he will not be hors'd this bour, ſure, 


My lady ſwears he ſhall, for ſhe longs to be at Court. 


Omnes. 


7 Langbaine ſays, © The Paſſage between the patient Man and his 
* impatient Wife's going to fight for the breeches, with the happy event, 
* 1s expreſt by Sir John Harrington in verſe. See his Epigrams at the 
end of Orlando Furioſo, Book x. Epig. 16.“ 
| Aa 3 Carols, 
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Carolo. 
ob. we ſhall ride f. ic and ſpur; would we were there on 
f ys Eater Bryan che Bum. ; 


9 RE 


ryan. 
No £ a7 — ſa me, my dy will have ſome little ting in her 
Carolo. 


pelly fir 
O. then . to break faſt. 


Ich 
Fontan does my lord ride ith” coach with lady, or on 
horſeback : * * 1 fees 


ryan. * 
No foot la, my lady will have me lord ſheet wi her, my 
lord will ſheet in de one fide, and 207 lady ſheet in de toder 
fide, - | Eri. 
Lodovico. 
My lady ſheet in de toder fide ! did you ever here a raſcal 
talk 55 like a Pagan ? Is't not ſtrange that a fellow of his ſtar, 
ſhould be ſeen here ſo long in Italy, yet ſpeak ſo from a Chriſtan! 


Enter Antorfio Georgio, a poor Scholar, 
Aſtolfo. 
An biens in Italy! that ſo ſtrange! whe, tho nation hare 
e heads. | Exchange · wall. 


Lodovico. 
Nay y, Carolo, this is more ſtrange, I have been in France, 


there's few of them : marry, Tr they count a warm 
chimney-corner, and there they ſwarm like crickets to the 
crevice of a brew- houſe; but, fir, in Le I have noted 


one thing, 
Omnes, 
| What's that, what's that of England 


Marry this, fir ;—whar's he ader 
he you 


A poor fellow would ſpeak with my lord, N 
. 1 : n 


THE HONEST WHORE, z 


| . Lodovico. | 7,08 
In England, fir, troth I ever laugh when I think on't: to 
ſee a whole nation ſhould be mark t 'th* forehead, as a man 
may ſay, with one iron: why, fir, there all * coſter-mongers 


arc Iriſnmen. 
Coærolo. 


Oh, that's to ſhew their antiquity, as coming from Eve, who 
was an apple · wife, and they take after the 8 


rs Ones. 
Good, good, 
| Lodovico., 
Why, then, ſhould all your chimney-ſweepers likewiſe be 
Irihmen ? anſwer that now, come; your wit. | 
Caroib. ; 
Faith, that's ſoon anſwered ; for St. Patrick 3 you know x 
purgatory, he makes the fire, and his countrymen could 


nothing, if they cannot ſweep the chimnies, 
Good again. f 
ah Lodovico, 
Then, fir, have you many of them (like this fellow) eſpe- 
cially thoſe of his hair, footmen to noblemen and others, and 


the knaves are very faithful where they love ; by my faith very 
wa men many of them, and as active as the clouds, whirr, 


Omnes., 


Are they ſo? 
Lodovice. 


And ſtout! exceeding ſtout ; why, I warrant, this precious 
wid villain, if he were put to't, would fight more deſperately 
then ſixteen Dunkerks, 4 

Aſtolfo. 


The women they fay are very fair. 
ico. 


No, no, our country bona robaes; oh! are the ſugreſt deli- 


c10us rogues ! 
Aſtolfo. 
Oh, look, he has a feeling of them. 


* er-mangers] Sellers of apples. 
Se, Patrick's Purgatory | Ste Note to The Four P's, vol. I. 


Aa4 Lodovico. 


6 


„„ THE $ECOND — OF 


Not I, I proteſt, tre» ing when they commend na. 
tions: it goes, the Iriſhman for his hand, Welſhman for 
r 

1 faith, 8 may make ſwabbers of them, 

Lodovice. 
The let me ſee, for a little foot (I take it); the 


| Frenchman, what a pox hath he ? and ſo of the reſt, 
Are they at breakfaſ yet? come walk. 


This, Lodovico, is a fellow. 


Fontinell. 
Diſcourſes well. N 
5 Beraldo. 
And a very honeſt gentleman. 


Oh ! he's well valued by my lord. 
Enter Bellafront <vith 4 Petition. 


Fontinell. 
How now, how now, what's ſhe? 


Geraldo, 
Let's make towards her. 
3 
Will it be long, ſir, ere my lord come forth? 
. MAﬀolfo. 
Would you ſpeak with my lord ? 
Lodovico. - 
How now, what's this, a nurſe's bill? hath any here got 
thee with child, and now will not * it? 
Bellaf ont 
No, fir, my bufineſs is unto my lord. a 
Lodovico. 
He's about his own wife now, he'll hardly diſpatch two 
. in a morning. 


1 ; 


* 


No matter what he ſays, Kr lady, he's a knight, there's 19 
hold to be taken at his words. 
Fontinel, 
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Fontinell, 


e ? La 4 
4 9 
\ 
1 


A per) plump rogue. 
A good luſty bouncing 


Do you know her? | 
A pox on her, I was ſure her name was in my table-book 4 
once, | know not of what cut her die is now, but ſhe bas been 
more common than tobacco: this is ſhe that had the name of 
the Honeſt Whore. Ar. 


Is this ſhe ? | 
Lodovice. 

This is the Blackamore that by waſhing was turned white : 
this is the birding-piece new ſcoured : this is the that (if any of 
her religion can be ſaved) was ſaved by my Lord Hipolito. 

Aale 
She has been a goodly ereature. 
Lodevi 


vico. 
She has been | that's the epitaph of all whores. Tm well ac- 
quainted with the poor gentleman ber huſband ; lord! what 
fortunes that man has over-reached ! She knows not me, yet I 
have been in her company : I ſcarce know her, for the beauty of 
hercheek hath (like the moon) ſuffered ſtrange eclipſes fince I be- 
held it: butwomen are like medlars (no ſooner ripe but rotten). 
A woman laſt was made, but is ſpent firſt, 5 
Yet man is oft proved, in performance worſt, 


Aftolfo. 
Beraldo. 


Omnes. 
My lord is come. 
Enter Hipolito, Infælice, and two waiting women. 
| ' Hipolito, 
We have waſted half this morning: morrow, Lodovico. 
Morrow, madam, 
Hipolito. 


Let's away to horſe. 


* table-book] See Mr. Steevens's Note on Mach ado abeut Neching, A.1.5.1. 
Onnes, 
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| Aye, aye, i bark. to horſe 
Bellafront. 


Ido beſeech your lordſhip, etyoureyerea ver thi wretched 


| OF 7, Hipolito. 
| Im in haſte; pray thee, good woman, take fome a > apter tine, 
Malice. 
| Good woman, do. 
Bellafront. 


Oh las! it does concern a poor man's life. 


Life! ſweet heart ? Sear yeorkee, I'll but read this and come. 

odovico. 

What ſtockings have you put on this morning, madam? if 
they be not yellow 5, change them; that paper is a letter from 
ſome wench to your huſband, : 

felice. 

Oh, fir, het cannot make me jealous. [ Exennt 

Hipolito. | 

Your batineſs, fir, to me ? 

| Antonio, 
Yes, my good lord. 
4 Hipolito. 
Preſently, fir; are you Matheo's wife ? 
Bellafpont. 
That moſt unfortunate woman. 
Hipolito 

I'm ſorry theſe ſtorms are fallen on him; I love Matheo, 
And any good ſhall do him; he and I 
Have ſealed two bonds of triendſhip, which are ſtrong 
In me, how-ever Fortune does him wrong ; 


He ſpeaks here he's condemned, TIs't fo ? 
Bellafront, 


Hipolito. 

What was he whom he Killed ? oh, his name's here; old 
Jacomo, ſon to the Florentine Jacomo, a dog, that io meet pio- 
fit would to the very eyelids wade in blood of his own children. 
Tell Matheo, the Duke my father hardly ſhall deny bis ſigned 


$ if they be not ycltow] See Note to The Wits, A. 4. vol. VIII. 
pardon, 


Too true. 


2 
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To-morrow morning I return from Court, 6 
Pray be you here then. Pll have done, fir, fraight: | 


Butin 2 are you Matheo's wife ? 
You have forgot me, 
Bellafront. 
No, my lord. | 
| Hzypolito. 
Your turner, | 


That made on ſacoth ro run an even bias, Ms 1 
Vou know I loved you when your very ſoul ; 


Was full of diſcord : 5 wench ſtill ? 
. 


Umph, when I had loſt my wa to heaven, ſhewed it 
I was new born that day. . * 


Euter Lodovico. 


Lodovice. 
Shoot, my lord, your lady aſks if you have not left your 
wench yet? When you get in once, you never have done: 
come, come, come, pay your old ſcore, and ſend her packing, 


come. 
Hipolito. 
Ride ſoftly on before, I'll overtake ycu. 
Lodowvi, 


100. 
Your lady ſwears ſhe'll have no riding on before, without ye. 


Hipolito. 
Prythee, good Lodovico. 


Lodovico. 
My lord, pray haſten. 
to, 


I come: to-morrow let me ſee you, fare you well: commend 
me to Matheo : pray one word more: Does not your father live 


about the Court ? | 
B 


I think he does, but ſuch rude © aa of ſhame g 
vuck on my cheek, that he ho knows my name. © | 
rpolito. 
Orlando Friſcobaldo, is't not ? 


* 


Bellafronts 


* 
. 


= 
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| Yes, my lord. 


n 
Wpbst does he for you? 
Baabe. 


All he ſhould: when children nt 


| From duty ſtart, parents from love may ſwerve ; 


He nothing does ; Te nothing I deſerve, 
Hol: | 
mn "ood 
euren. 
is impoſſible. Exit 
_ Exit Bellafront 


Ir ll be pur oral: fare you well: 
face I. Id not look on! ſure then twas racy, 
2 in deſpight of grief, *tis ſtill thus fair. 


- Now, fir, your buſineſs with me. 


1 am bold — 

am to expreſs my love du to ordſh in 

theſe few b. #4 1 4 you 1 
5 lito, 


Yes, my good lord. 8 
Are you a ſcholar ? | 
Yes, my lord, a poor one. 


Hipolito. 
Sir, you honour me. 
s may be ſcholars? patrons ; but faith tell me, 


| To bow many hands beſides hath this bird flown,” 


How many partners ſhare with me ? 
Antonio. 
Not one in troth, not one: your name 1 held more dear, 


Tm not (my lord) of that low character. 


, 


a | H, polito. 
Your name | 

: * ; Antonio, 
Antonio Georgio, 


Hipolits, 


2 


a a 


* 


of Milan? * 


Yes, my lord. 


Tu borrow leave 
To read you * then rn Ml — 
Drink up this gold, wits wine, 
This of your eek, earneſt that of mine. 
How now, fir, where's your lady, not gone yet ? 

ates Mer 

LEES + 
I fart di lady is run away from dee, a mighty deal of ground, 
ſhe ſent me back for dine own ſweet face, I pray dee come, my 
lord, away, wut tow go now ? 


. w-! ag 
Saddle IIs, 


Nan. | 

A pox a de horſe's noſe, he is a louſy raſcally fellow, when 

I came to gird his belly, his ſcurvy guts rumbled, di horſe 
farted in my face, and dow knoweſt an Iriſhman cannot abide 


afart; but T have ſaddled de hobby-horſe, di fine hobby is 


ready, I pray dee, my good ſweet lord, wit tow go now, aud 
I will run to de devil before dee ? Ts 
. Hipolito. 
Well, fir, I pray lets ſee you maſter ſcholar. 
5 


Come I pray dee, wut come ſweet face? Go. [ Excant. 


Enter Lodovico, Carolo, Aſtolfo, Beraldo. 
Lodovice. 
Godſo, gentlemen, what do we forget? 
| Omnes . 
What ? 
Lodovico, 


Are not we all enjoined as this day, Thurſday ist not? A 
4 that day to be at the 4 — ä wh 


2 | | Carols, 


far HonesT wHoRt of 


Fd 
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Signior Candido, the patient man. 


Afore Jove, tree, upon this day he's married. 
Beraldo. 

4 wonder, chat being fo ſtung with a waſp OR: he dares 

venture hin to come about the eaves amongſt bees. 

fx - Lodovico, 

Od tie rare ſucking a ſweet honey. comb; pray 3 bis 

old wife be buried deep enough, that ſhe riſe not up to call for 
her dance, the poor fiddlers inſtruments would crack for it, 

ſhe'd tickle them: at any hand lets. try what mettle is in his 
new' bride, if 2 none, we'll put in ſome; 1 It's a 

noble citizen, I pity he ſhould ſy gun ; TI walk 
along, for it is a good ola fellow, 

Carolb. 

I warrant, the wives of Millan would give any fellow 

thouſand duckets, that could but have the face to 0 — 

Duke, that all the citizens in Millan might be boun 

peace of en as the linen-draper is. 
-  Lodovice, 

Oh fe upon za would undo all us that are courtiers, ve 
| hould have no hoe © with the wenches then. 


Enter Hipolito. 


54. Ones 
My lord's come, * 
Hipolito. 
How now, what news ? 
Omnes. 
8 None. 
Lodovico. 
Your lady is with the duke her father. 
Hipolito. 


And we'll to them both preſently, who's that? 


Euter Orlando Friſcobaldo. 
Omnes. 
Signior Friſcobaldo. | 
6 þoz] See Note 50 to the Firſt Part of this Play, p. 353- 


Hipelito 


| 6 * 
* "7 ” . 
* n C 
* « #* 
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Hipoloto, i 
Friſcobaldo, oh! pray call him, and leave me; we two have 
yn Signior Friſcobaldo. 7 q 

Hipolito. | | | | Exeunt, 


My noble lord: my lord Hipolito! the duke's ſon! his 
brave daughter's brave huſband ! ang your honor'd lord- 
ſhip !. does your nobility remember ſo poor a. gentleman as 
Senior Orlando Friſcobaldo ! old mad Orlando ! ; 

Hipolito. 
Oh, fir, our friends! they ought to be unto us as our jewels, 
25 dearly valued, being locked up, and unſeen, as when we 
wear them in our hands. I ſee, Friſcobaldo, age hath not 
command of your blood, for all time's fickle has gone over you, 
you are Orlando ftill, | "if 

Orlando. | 


Why, my lord, are not the fields mown and cut down, and 
ſript bare, and yet wear they not pied coats again ? tho' my 
head be like a leek, white, may not my heart be like the 
blade, green ? we | 

Hipolito. 


Scarce can I read the ſtories on your brow, 
Which age hath writ there, you look youthful ſtill, 
* Orlando. 


I eat ſnakes, my lord, I eat ſnakes, | 
My heart ſhall\never have a wriokle in it, ſo long as I can cry 
Hem with a clear voice. | | 

5 Hipolito. 
Lou are the happier man, fir. | 
| ; N Orlando. | 

Happy man! I'll give you (my lord) the true picture of a 
nappy man; I was turning leaves over this morning, and 
fou L1t; an excellent Italian painter drew it, if I have it in (11 
the right colours, I'll beſtoly it on your lordſhip. f 
Hipolito. 


| Orlando. 
He that makes gold his wife, but not his whore, 
e chat at noon- day walks by a priſon door, 


| 


I ſtay for it. 


4 p 
* CT : — 
1 9 0 a * N a 
N ry 1 . »”. I. <7 v "PIES 5 1 or ” K * os A 
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He that *ith* ſun is neither beam nor moat, - 
He that's not mad after a petticoat,  - 


He for whom mens” curſes dig no grave, 


He that is neither lord's nor lawyer's flave, .. 
He that makes This his ſea, and That his ſhore, 

He that in's coffin is richer than before, 

He that counts youth his ſword, and age his ſtaff, 

He whoſe right-hand carves his own Epitaph, 
He that upon his death-bed is a ſwan, 
And dead, no crow, he is a happy man. 
It's very well, I thank you for this picture. 
* Orlando 8 


Aſter this picture (my lord) do I trive to have my face drawn; 


For I am not covetous, 


Am not in debt, | ; 
Sit neither at the duke's ſide, 
Nor lie at his feet. | Vf * 
Wenching and I have done, no man I wrong, 
No man I fear, no man I fee; N 


Itake heed how far I walk, becauſe I know yonders my home. 
I would not die like a rich man, to carry nothing away fave a 
winding ſheet : . 
But like a good man, ig leave Orlando behind me. 
I ſowed leaves in my youth, and I reap now books in my age. 
I fill this hand, and empty this, and when the bell ſhall toll for 
me, if I prove a ſwan, and go ſinging to my neſt, why ſo. 
If a crow! throw me out tor carrion, and pick out mine eyes, 
May not old Friſcobaldo (my lord) be merry now ! ha? 
Hipolito. | 
You may; would I were partner in your mirth ! 


T have a little, have all things; 3 
I have nothing; I have no wife, I have no child, have no chick, 
and hy ſhould not I be in my jocundare ? 


; lito. 
Is your wife then departed ? 
| Orland, | 
She's an old dweller in thoſe high Countries, yet not from me; 


Here, ſhe's here: but before me, when a knave and a * 


Senner nr 
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, far, had not? 
- You bod - daughter 100 you | 


growing out of it) c it was young, it was fair, it was 
54 it daily, dreft it carefully, kept it from the 
a i ok þ Kill in It 
2.2 I hewed it d. 
— mer ans 


Thr ith AU . 
P Orlando. | 289 | 
So bon, long ago: 5 1 4 2 
Her tame I chink wa Hale, 9 
Orlando, 
. Ha? dead ? x 5h 


Yes, what of em ated 
Even in my fight was thrown into a grave. 


Dead! my laſt and beſt peace go with her! foe Deathi's a 
E I he can eat coarſe homely meat, as well as 
ntieſt. 


Why, —— 


0, my lord! 33 all the | 
fins like ſo — — — 
prope, that the niay upon them. And when ſhe's ri 
every ſlave os wal at her, then muſt the be preſt. 
young beautiful grape "fon the teeth of luſt on 
DOI IIS wn, is ro ry own 


She's turned to earth. | ; 
Vol. III. 8b | . Orlando. 


ce marie, 222 — — wb but 


Oh, my lord 1 this old wee had one branch (and but ons bY 


„ What's became | 


Then/ can tel you what's become of it; g 


out n 


yet to 


® = 
* * — 
—— —— 


— c— 
P m 
- 


at midnight beat at the doors; in her grave ſleep all my ſhame, 


We are ne'er like angels till our paſſion dies; 


hoard up money; they have many vents, too many ſluices to 
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| Orlando, | 


Wo'd the were turn'd to heaven; umb, is the dead! T an 
glad the world has loſt one of his idols; no whoremonger wil 


and her on; and all my ſorrows, and all her fins, 
POL 2 | o 
I'm glad you are wax, not marble; you are made 
Of man's beſt temper, there are now good hopes 
That all theſe heaps of ice about your heart, | 
By which a father's love was frozen | 
Are thawed in theſe ſweet ſhowers fetcht from your eyes: 


She is not dead, but lives under worſe fate, 
I think ſhe's poor; and, more to clip her wings, 
Her huſband at this hour lies in the jail, 
For killing of a man; to ſave his blood, | 
= all your force with mine : mine ſhall be ſhown, 
he getting of his life preſerves your own. | 
Orlando. | 
In my daughter you will ſay! does ſhe live then ? 
I am ſorry I waſted tears upon a harlot! but the beſt is,! 
have a hantikercher to drink them up, ſoap cin waſh then 
all out again, Is the poor? | | 
RY. 1” Hipolito. 
Truſt me, I think ſne is. 
Orlando. 


Then ſhe's a right trumpet ; I never knew any of their trade 
rich two years together; ſieves can hold no water, nor harlots 


let it out; taverns, taylors, bawds, panders, fidlers, ſwag- 
gerers, fools, and knaves, do all wait upon a common harlots 
trencher : ſhe 1s the gallypot to which theſe drones fly : not for 
love to the pot, but for the ſweet ſucket within ir, her money), 


her money. 
Hipolito. 


I almoſt dare pawn my word, her boſom gives warmth to 80 
ſuch ſnakes ; when did you ſee her ? 
Or Ando. 
Not ſeventeen ſummers. 
; . | 1 o old? Hipolito. 
s your hate ſo old? 
x o 
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Older; it has'a white head, 
And ſhall never die till the be buried, 
Her wrongs ſhall be my bed-fellow. ts 
| Hipolito. mu e 
Work yet his life, ſince in it lives her fame. i 2 
7 8 * ' Orlando. 7 4 
No, let him hang, and half her infamy departs out of the 
world ; I hate him for her ; he taught her firſt to taſte poiſon ; 
J hate her for herſelf, becauſe ſhe refuſed my phyſick. 
| polito. | 
Nay, but Friſcobaldo. | . 
I deteſt her, I defy both, ſhe's. not mine, ſhes 


ſpeak Hipolito. 
Hear her but . 
Orlando, 
I love no mermaids, I'll not be caught with a quail-pipe. 


7 40. 
Vare now beyond all reaſon. 


I am then a beaſt, Sir, I had rather be a beaſt, and not diſ- 
honour my creation, than be a doting father, and, like time, 
be the deſtruction of mine own brood. | * 

4 Hipolito. 5 

Ist dotage to relieve your child, being poor 

8 2 poo | 


— en or _ _m=-x 


Ist fit for an old man to keep a whore? 


; Hipolito. 


| Orlando, 
Tis foolery ; relieve her! 
Were her cold limbs ſtretcht out upon a bier, 
I would not ſell this dirt under my nails, | 
To buy her an hour's breath, nor give this hair, | 19 
Unleis it were to choke her. | 
Hipolito. +” 
Fare you well, for I'll trouble you no more. [Exit. | 
Orlando. | 
And fare you well, fir, go thy ways, we have few lords of thy 
making, that love wenches for their honeſty ; las, my girl! 
Bb 2 art 


'Tis charity too. 


4 
nnn - * . 9 
4 F a 
a 3 * KY T7 7A 1 
* 
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art thou poor ? poverty dwells next door to deſpair, there's 

: 5 l ** 
leſt that Devil arreſt hey, Ill tq her, yet the not know 
me; ſhe ſhall drink of my wealth, ag beggars do of running 
water, freely, yet never know from what fountain's head it 
flows. Shall a filly bird piek her own breaſt $a nouriſh, ber 
E the gelican doen in, god ll nor 1? Yew Twi 
are ; NE penean 1 | Will vie 
the camp for bes, but it ſhall be rage that 

there her huſhgnd will be 


| orn. 
How now, kna ves, whither wa 

1 Serving- 

To ſeek your worſhip, —_—_ 

den which of you has my purſe? what money hare yo 


- 
. 


about you ? 
| 3 2 Serving-man, 
Some fifteen or ſixteen pounds, fir. | 
s Ortando 


Give it me, I think I have fome about me; yes, it 
well; leave my lodgity at Court, and get you home. Come, 
fir, tho I never turned any man out of doors, yet I'll be ſo beld 
as to pull your coat aver your cars. 4 


1 Serving-man, 
What do you wei to dd, fir? 852 
Orlando. . 


Hold thy tongue, knave, take thou my cloak; I hope I play | 


not the paltry merchant in this bartering ; bid the ſteward of 
my houſe ſleep with open eyes in my ablence, and to look to 
all things; wharſvever Fcommayd by letters to be done by you, 
ſee it done. $0, does it fit welt ? 
7 the pelican does it,] The young pelican is fabled to ſuck the mother's 
blood. For that reaſon, King Lear calls his daughters pelican daug#terh 
Again, Shirley's Love in a Maze, 1632: | 
xe hs pe ican —_ . — ; 
"hat digs upon her breaſt a hun * 
dee Shalſppere; vol. IX. p- 466. edit. 1778. r 
'S: 2 Serving-Mat. 


| 7 « 
* 


ty 


- 
2 


5 * 
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Y ud varlets, need not be afhatiied to wedr blue , 
— is one of your felldws ; away, do not ſee me, 


U 


„ I will 
I ſhould put on a uit too 3 aps I wi 
My vizard now to this a I ſnould ſhave off , 
this honour of an old man, or tie it up ſhortef ; well, 1 will | 
ſpoil a good face for once. My beard being off, how ſhould 
look ? even like 
A winter cuckoo, or unfeather'd owl; 
Yet better loſe this half, then loſe her ſoul, [Exit, 


Euer Candido, Lodovico, a, Catolo. Aſtolfo, other Gueſts, 
ard Bride with Prenlices. 
2 N 


O gentlemen, fo late, Vare rery welcome, pray fit down, 


co. 
Carolo, did'ſt ere ſee ſuch a neſt of caps? Pos. 
| Aol "2 
Me thinks 3 - 
It's a moſt civil and moſt comely ſight. f 
Lodowico 


What does he i'th' middle look like 2 


Afoifo. 
Troth like a ſpire-ſteeple in a country vi over-peering 
fo many — * * | 


i wear blue] The habit of ſervants at the time. 4 

Dekkar's Bel-man of Laudlan, Sign. H: Hut the gueſt being departed | $4 
from his Inne to the towne, ar into the faire, backe comes this countef- = | #4 
© feit blew coate, running in all haft for his maiſter's cloke bag, or por- £5 
* manteau, &c,” BY 

Dekkar's Bel-man's Night-walkes, Sign. E 3: *— the other act their V. 
„farts in blew coates, as they were their ſerving-men, though indeed they a 
de all fellowes.” 

The Curtain Drawer of the World, 1612, p. 2. © Not a ſerving- man 
\ are appeare in a he coat, not becauſe it is the livery of charity, but 

&t he thould be thought a retainer to their enemy,” 

b 3 Lodovico. 
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Lodowico. 
It's rather a long E ſtaff againſt ſo many ® bucklers pi 
out pikes ; they fit for all the world like a pair of 8 nl 

he's the tall great roaring pipe Yth' midit, 


olfo. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, 
What s that you laugh at, eniors ? 


olfo. 

« Troth, ſhall I tell you, and aloud I'll tell it, 
We laugh to ſee (yet laugh we not in ſcorn) 
Amongſt ſo many caps that long bat worn. 

Lodovico. 

Mine is as tall a felt as any is chis day in Millan, and there- 

fore I love it, for the block was cleft out for ud head, and fit 


me to a hair, 
Candide. 
Indeed you are good obſer vers, it ſhews ſtrange. 
But, gentlemen, I pray neither contemn, 
Nor yet deride a civil ornament; 
I could build fo much in the round cap's praiſe, 
That love this high roof, I this flat would raiſe, 
Lodovice, 
Pr'ythee, ſweet bridegroom, do't. 
Candido. 
$0 all theſe gueſts will pardon me, I'll dot. 


miles, 


©. Awww ts eds „ 


With all our hearts, 
Candids, 
Thus then in the cap's honour : 
To every ſex and ſtate, both nature, time, 
The countries“ laws, yea, and the very clime, 
Do allot diſtinct habits"; the ſpruce courtier 
39 Jets up and down in ſilk: the warrior 


9 — bucklers wir pikes ] The antient bucklers had a prominent 
ſpike, and ſometimes a pz/o/ in the center of them. If my memory does 
not fail me, ſpecimens of both kinds may. be ſeen in the Tower oi 
London. 8. 
ba Cog 77 ets up and down ] See Note 23 to Edward II. vol. II. p- 340. 

Marches 


* 
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Marches in buff, the clown plods on in gray: 

But for theſe upper garments thus I ſay, 

The ſeaman has his cap, par'd without brim, 

The gallant's head is feather'd, that fits him; 

The ſoldier has his murrion **, women have tires; 1 
Beaſts have their head-pieces, and men have theirs. 


Proceed. 
Candido. 85 


Each degree has his faſhion, it's fit then, 
One ſhould be laid by for the citizen, 
And that's the cap which you ſee ſwells not high, 
For caps are emblems of humility; 
It is a citizen's badge, and firſt was worn 
By th* Romans; for when any bondman's turn 
Came to be made a freeman: thus twas ſaid, 
He to the cap was call'd ; that is, was made 
Of Rome a freeman, but was firſt cloſe ſhorn, 
And ſo a citizen's hair is ſtill ſhort worn. 

Py L odovico, 

That cloſe ſhaving made barbers a company, 

And now every citizen uſes it. 
Candido. 

Of Geometrick figures the moſt rare, 

And perfect'ſt, are the circle and the ſquare: 


il wurrion] A head-piece, or cap of ſteel. So, in Philafter, vol. I. 
p. 183, edit. 1778: 

« Thus do we olap our muſty murrions on, 
« And trace the ſtreets in terror.” 

I2 for when a bondman's turn, &c.] © The ceremony of manumiſſion 
« was thus performed: the flaye was brought before the Conſul, and in 
« after-times before the Prætor, by his maſter, who, laying his hand 
© upon his ſervant's head, ſaid to the Prætor, Hunc hominem liberum eſſe 
polo, and with that, let him go out of his hand, which they term'd 
* e manu emittere, Then the Prætor, laying a rod upon his head, call'd 
Vindicta, ſaid, Dico eum liberam eſſe more Quiritum. Hence Perſius, 

“ Vindicta poſtquam meus a Prætore receſſi. 
* After this, the Lictor, tak ing the rod out of the Prætor's hand, ſtruck 
* the ſervant ſeveral blows on the head, face and back; and nothing now 
* remain'd but pileo donari, to receive a cap in token of liberty, and to have 
* his vame enter'd in the common Roll of Freemen, with the reaſon of 
* his obtaining that favour.” Kennet's Roman Antiquities, p. 100, See 
alſo Addiſon's Dialogues en Ancient Medals, p. 67. edit. 1765. 
B 


b 4 The 


. » : - 4h 
* e 
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The _ and the fchool much build upon 
- "Theſe figures, for both love proportion. 
The city-cap is round, the ſchiolars* ſquarcy — - | 

Too ſhew that government and learning are 1 

The perfect'ſt limbs i'th* body of a ſtates 
For without them, all's difpre nate. | 
If the cap had no honour, this might rear it, . 
The reverend Fathers of the law do wear it. | | | 
It's light for ſummer, and in cold it fits | 
Cloſe to the ſcull, a warm houſe for the wits j 
It ſhews the whole face boldly, tis not made 
As if a man to look'on't were afraid; 
Nor like a draper's ſhop with broad dark ſhed, 

1 b 

caps as proper are to city gowns, C 

As to armours helmets, or to Ag their crown. 
Let then the city-cap by none be ſcorn d, 
Since with it princes? heads have been adorri d. 
If more the round capꝰ honodr you would knew, 
How would this long gown whth this ſteeple thow ? 


Ha ha; ha; moſt vile, moſt 
; * 


Un % wi Go 


Pray, ſignior, pardon we, i dou in jeſt. 
A cup of claret wine there. : 


rice. 


I 
Wine: yes forſooth, wine for the Bride. 
Carots. 
You have well ſer ont the cap, fir. 
* 


Nay, that's flat. 8 
A health, ally 

Lodovico. | | 
Since his cap's found, that ſhall go rourid, Be bare, 


For in the cap's praiſe all of you have fhare. 
[ The Bride hits the Prentice on the I. 
Lodovico, 


The Bride's at cuſs. 


Candide, 
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t far of 1 fd, 

pra che, the nk 

i — 

are & cares end you den a, ed Pf 

That cup give me, tie for an old man's heck, =» 5 

2323 Indeed was dur taken, i 
all | 4; | 

* Ommnies 


No faith, *twas but —_—_ 


Prentice. 
Nay, ſhe took it right —— 
Candido, 
Good Luke, reach her that glais of elaret. 
Here, Miſtreſs Bride, pledge me there. | 
Bride, 
| Now I'll none. [Ext Bude. 
i Candide, 
How now ? 
iſtreſs ; 
Look what m ails. 
dn 1 Prentice. 


Nothing, fir, but about filling a wrong een 


I pray you hold your tongue, my ſervant there 
Tells me ſhe is not well. 
Ones, 


to her to her. 
Step io her, ſep ot 
do ye hear? This wench 


A wotd with you : new 
wife) will take you down in your wedding-ſhoes, uu 
hang her up in her wedding: garters. 1 
How, hang her in her garters? | | 2 


Lodovico. 4 
Will you be a tame pigeon ſtill ? ſhall your back be fike | 
tortoiſe-ſhell, to let carts go over it, yet not to break 7 This \ 
ſhe-cat will have more lives than your laſt puſs had, and will . 
ſcratch worſe, and mouze you worſe: look tot. | 
Candide, 
What would you have me do, fir? 
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What would I have you do? Swear, ſwagger," brawl, fling; 
for fighting it's no matter, we have had knocking puſſes enoy 
already; you know, that a woman was made of the rib of 2 
man, and that rib, was crooked. The moral of which is, that 


a man muſt from his beginning be crooked to his wife; be you p 
like an orange to her, let her cut you never ſo fair, be you W 
four as vinegar ; will you be ruled by me? 
Candido. 


In any thing that's civil, honeſt, and juſt. 
ico. 
Have you exer a prentice's ſuit will fit me ? 
| ; _ Candide. 
I have the very fame which myſelf wore, 
p Lo | 
I'll ſend my man for't within this half hqur, and within this 
two hours I'll be your prentice: the hen ſhall not overcrow the 
cock, Pll ſharpen your ſpurs. I 
3 Candido. 
It will be but ſome jeſt, fir. 
ico. 


Only a jeſt: farewel, come, Carolo. [ Exeunt, 
___ Onnes, | 
We'll take our leaves, ſir, too. 
* Candide, 

Pray conceit not ill of my wite's ſudden riſing. This young 
knight, fir Lodovico, is deep ſeen in phyſick, and he tells me, 
the diſeaſe call'd the Mother hangs on my wife; it is a vehe- 

ment heaving and beating of the ſtomach, and that ſwelling 
did with the pain thereof cramp up her arm, that hit his bps, 
and brake the glaſs: no harm, it was no harm. 

2 | Onnes, 
No, ſignior, none at all. 

Candido. 

The ſtreighteſt arrow may fly wide by chance. 
But come, we'll cloſe this brawl up in ſome dance. [ Excunt, 


; ; Enter Bellafront and Matheo. 


Bellafront. | | 
Oh my ſwee huſband, wert thou in thy grave, and art alive 
again? O welcome, welcome. | 1 
* bl au. 
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Matbeo. 3 

Doeſt know me? my cloak pr'ythee lay't up. Yes faith, 
my winding ſheet was taken out of lavender, to be ſtuck with 
roſemary ; I lackt but the knot here, or here; yet, if I had had 
„ that it, I ſhould have made a wry mouth at the world like a 
playſe ** : bur, ſweeteſt villain, I am here now, and I will talk 


with thee ſoon, l 
| Bellafront. | * Dbev) BESI 
And glad am I tart here. 
| Matheo. l 
Did theſg beels caper in ſhackles? Ah! my little plump 
rogue, I'll bear up for all this, and fly high. Catzo, Catao. 
; Bellifront, 3 
Matheo? 


* 


Marbeo. 


rates and gingling of keys, and rattling of iron. I'll bear up; 
Pll fly high, wench, hang toſſe. a 
Baellaſront. | 
Matheo, pr'ythee make thy priſon thy glaſs, 
And in it view the wrinkles, and the ſcars, | 
By which thou wert disfigured ; viewing them, mend them. 


* 
. 


Matheo. | | 
I'll go viſit all the mad rogues now, and the good roaring 
boys. MY 7 ; 
| | Bellafr ont, 
Thou doeſt not hear me ? 
Matheo. 
Yes faith do I. 
Bellafront. 


Thou haſt been in the hands of miſery, and ta'en ſtrong 
phyſick, pr'ythee now be ſound, 


13 I ſhould have made a wry mouth at the world like a playſe] So, in 
Naſh's Lenten Stuff, 1599: © None won the days in this, but the her- 
* ring whom all their clamorous ſuffrages ſaluted with Vive le Roy, 
„God fave the King, God ſave the King, ſave only the p/ayſe and the 
butt, that made wvry mouths at bim, and for their mocking have «wry 
* mouths ever ſince.“ | 
& . Satiromaſtrix : © bate one at that ſtake my place mouth 

velpers.“ 7 6. 4. 


What ſayeſt, what ſayeſt ? Oh brave freſh air, a pox on theſe 


Matbes. 


= 


K — 


Y 
: 
- 
E £8 
: 
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u. Floor 1 wonder how the inflde of a ter Wok, 


now Oh! when ſhall I ** bizle, bizle ? 


3 


. Nay, thiart thirſty fill for ; et 
— Ae Met N * e 
3 Mat beo. | 
Honeft ape's face, * 
| Bellafroni. 


Tis that ſharpened an axe to eut thy throat, 
Good love, I would not hive thee fell thy ſubſtance 
And time (worth all) in thoſe damned ſhops of hell; 


- | Thoſe dicing-houſes, that ſtand never well, 


* 


* 


A fort of ravens have hung upon thy ſleeve, i 


Zut when they ſtand moſt ill, that four-ſquared fin 


Has almoſt lodg'd us in the beypar's Inu. | 
Beſides (to ſpeak which even my ſoul does grieve) - 
And 


24 bizzle, bia] Or as it is ſometimes ſpelt beaale. He means to fay, 
When ſhall I have an opportunity to drink to exceſs. Naſh, in Pieres 


Pen e bis Supplication io the Devill, 1801, defcribing 1 Dane, f 
ge 1 in hie Mente . 1 


* Thus walkes hee up and downe „taking a yard of ground 
at every ſtep, and ſtampes on the darth ſo terrible, as if he ment to 
* knock up a ſpirite, . drunken bleme if an Engliſhman ſtt 
a — Uttle fingir to him, like a hog's-trough that is ſet on one 
* end.“ | | 

Every Woman in ber Humour, Sigh. B 2: 4 — yonders the moſt 
4 hard-favour'd news-walkes the ſtreetes, ſetwen men goeing to their 
« graves that dyed with drinting and . 

ha 3; 


Jack Drum's Entertainment, 1616, Sign. 


& — tis now become | > 
« The ſhewing horne of Neaelerst diſcourſe.” | 
*S of fort of faves} A compdity, a number. See Note 4 to Gama 
Curton's Needle, vol. II. p. 7. | | | 
This word, in the ſame ſenſe, is uſed in Waller's Poems, to. 1729, P· 3: 
« As when a ſort of re? ſhepherds try, 
& Their force at football care of victory, 
Makes them; &c.” | t 
On which Mr. Fenton obſerves, that * Mr. Waller ufeth the word /or: 
i the ſame ſenſe which it ofteri bears in Spenſer, to fignify a crowd : 
ud #6 we fired it employ'd in that old Verkon of the Plalms, which is 
6 retain'd in our Liturgy: Ye ſhall be ſlain all the fort of youy Pf. xi. 3. 


30 After wards we read in ouf Author: 


« As when @ ſort of wolves, &c.“ « And 


* 
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fed upon thee: good Matheo (if you pleaſe) 
as ny pay ay fray theſe 3 
By them thy fame is ſpeckled, yet it ſhaws 18 
Clear amongſt them; ſo crows are fair with crows. 
Cuſtom in fo ves fin a . dye. 
Backneſs in ia no deformity. 
Matheo, 


Bellafront, Bellafront, I proteſt to thee, I ſwear, ay I hope 
my ſoul, I will turn over a pew leaf ; the priſon 1 canteſs. has 
bit me, the beſt man that ſails in ſuch a ſhip may be louſy. 


a Bellafront, 
ERPs . bey A . Jail hold a brave 
t 2 a cannot a 
hc, Fl ly bigh. we” [Evite 


How wild is his behaviour I oh, I fear | 
He's ſpoiled by priſon, he's half damned comes there g 
— I muſt 3 wag rc when a full fail his 

ortune's ſp he me: being now 
Il beg for him, and no 7 


Enter Matheo, and Orlando lite a Serving - mur. 


| 


Come in would you ſpeak with me, fir? 
Pray, | * 


E your name Signior Matheo ? 
Mas beo. 
My name is Signior Matheo. 
Is this gentle wit, fir? 
tlewoman your wi 
8 Matheo. 


This gentlewoman is my 2 ſir, 


do. 
The deſtinies ſpin a „te. even thread of both 
loves : The mother's own face, I have not forgot that (Ad.). 


« And in another Poem : 

« $o when a ſox of luſty ſhepherds, &c.“ 
© But I do not remember to have met with it in any writer fince the 
© Reſtoration, except once in Nr George Etherege's Sir Fopling F. _— 4 
im 
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I'm an old man, fir, and am troubled with a whoreſon {;- 
rheum, that I cannot hold my water. Gentlewoman, the lat 
man 1 ſerved was your father. * N 
0 ; Bellafront. 5 | 
My father? any tongue that ſounds his name, 

Speaks muſick to me: welcome, old man. 
How does my father? lives he? has he health? 
How does my father ? I ſo moch do ſhame him, 

So much do wound him, that I ſcarce dare name him. 


Matheo. 

How now, old lad, what doſt cry ? 

The rheum till, fir, nothing elſe ; I ſhould be well ſeaſoned, 
for mine eyes lie in brines look you, fir, I have a ſuit to you, 


I can ſpeak no more. 


i Matheo. | 
What is't, my little white pate? | 
Orlando. 
Troth, fir, I have a mind to ſerve your worſhip. 
Wh Matheo. 
To ſerve me? Troth, my friend, my fortunes are, as a man 
may ſay hs, | 
Orlando. 


Nay, look you, fir, I know when all fins are old in us, and 
upon crutches, that covetouſneſs does but then lie in her 
cradle; *tis not ſo with me. Letchery loves to dwell in the 
faireſt lodging, and covetouſneſs in the oldeſt buildings, that 
- are ready to fall: but my white head, fir, is no Inn for ſuch a 
goſſip. If a Serving-man at my years be not ſtored with 
biſcuit enough, that has ſailed about the world to ſerve him the 
voyage out of his life, and to bring him Eaſt-home ; Ill pity 
but all his days ſhould be faſting days: I care not fo much ior 
wages, for I have ſcraped a handful of gold together; I have 
a little money, fir, which I would put into your worlſhp3 
hands, not ſo much to make it more. 
Matheo. 
No, no, you ſay well, thou ſayeſt well: but I muſt tell you: 
How much is the money, ſayeſt thou? | 
Orlando, 


About twenty pounds, ſir, Mathio, 
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fat Matheo, 
la! Twenty pounds ? Ler me fee; e 
ten per centum, per annum. F 
Orla, © £ 
No, no, no, fir, no; I cannot abide to have in- 
gender: fie upon this ſilver letchery, fie ; if I — meat 


upon, when [ dic, the longer liver take an”: 5 ** 
- Mathes. 


A good old boy, yfaith, if thou ſerveſt me, thou ſhalt eat as 


| eat, 1 55 as I drink, lie as I lie, and ride as I ride. | 


Orlando 
That's if you have money to hire horſes. 
Mat beo. | | 
d, Front, What doſt thou think on't? This good old lad 
Us here ſhall ſerve me. I 
Bellafront | : 
Alas, Matheo, wilt thou load a n that is already 
broke ? 4 
 Matheo. 


Peace, pox on you, peace, there's a trick in't, I fly high, i it 
ſhall be ſo, Front. as I tell you: give me thy hand, thou 
ſhalt ſerve me ytaith : welcome: as for your money=—.. 

Orlando. 
Nay, look you, fir, 1 have it here. 
8 A Matheo. 
- Piſh, keep it thyſelf, man, and then th'art ſure tis ſafe. . 
Orlando. 

Safe! and *rwere ten thouſand duckets, your worſhip ſhould 
be my caſh-keeper; I have heard what your worſhip is, an ex- 
cellent dunghill cock, to ſcatter all abroad: but Pu venture 
twenty pounds on's head, 

Matheo. 


And did'ſt thou ſerve my worſhipful father-in-law, Signior 
Orlando Friſcobaldo, that mad- man once? 
Orlando. | 
I ſerved him ſo long, till he turned me out of doors. 
Matheo. 
It's a notable chuff, I have not ſeen him many a day. 


7 Or. Lando. 


to My mouth, and rays to my back, and a flock- K. bel to ſnort 


' K _ — * 
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Oulan. 
No-wetter avd you ne'er ſes bim : it's mat c ö 
ps 2 — ney be ' 


Bellgfren. 
Thon villein, curb thy tongue, thou 
To fe thy mater = tO — — 


Malve. | 
| Amway aſs, he ſpeaks but truth, Gp 2D oor 


And an old knave, — 2 in him in fixteen 
caries: it's a Devil, t ma 2 
Tees be nd thee fo much a rx 


Orlando, 
Or ſo much as a gammon of bacon, 


= He'll give it his dogs firſt, 
be Mathes. 
A jail, a jail, 


A Jew, & Jem, fir 
A Jew, LY 
A deg. 


- :Orlands. 
An Eoglh maſtiff, ſir. 


P his old ſtinkin cbage ! 
ox rot out 2 g 
Buuren“. 


2 Ae ne benen 26 (ai un de man chee? 
Art not aſhamed 10 let this vile dog bark, 
And bie my father thus? I'll not indure it; 
Out of my doors, baſe ſlave. 

Maabeo. : 
© Your doors! a vengeance | I ſhall live to cut that old rogue 
throat, W 


He hall lire to fee ther hang d firſt. 22 


Enter 
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Enter Hipolito. 
 Matheo, 


God? d my lord, ur lordihi 3 a 
I'm proud of this, your k | 1 ein 


Was bold to ſee you. * A if 
Mie, 
Yes, fir. ta 
Hipolito. 
I'll borrow her lip, a | 
Matheo. "> 


With cos hon ug 3 
Orlando. 


a \ 


My lord Hipolito : what's thy name ? 
Orlando. 
Pacheco. 


| Matheo, 
Pacheco ! fine name : Thou ſceſt, Pacheco, I keep company 
with no ſcoundrels, nor baſe fellows. 
Hipolito. 
Came not my footman to you? . 


. Bellafront. * * 
Yes my lord. | 
Hipolito. 
I ſent by him a diamond and a letter, 
Did you receive them? 3 


u 
And faith your anſwer Hh ; 


Bellafront. 
You ſee, my huſband's here. 


Www the time's not fit; 


Ce 


Vo L, I. 


W TR oy. 


Pll now then leave you, 


1* And chooſe mine hour: e 


Heark, you re 
Matheo, I will leave you. 


A glaſs of wine, 


Not now ; Ill viſit you at other times. 
Vue come off well then ? 
Mathes. 
Excellent well, 1 thank lordſhip : Towe you my life 
my lord ; and will pay my ö 


III take no ſuch dear pa — heark you, Matheo, | 
know, the priſon is a gulf; 2 run low Ne 
purſe is yours : call for it. | 

Matheo. 


Faith, my lord, I thank my ian, they fend me dewn foe; 
I cannot fink, fo long s theſe bladder hold. | 
Hipolito. 
I will not ſee your fortune's ebb, pray try. 
To ſtarve in full barns were ** fond modeſty.. 


- Matbeo, 
Open the door, firrah, 5 2 
Hipolito. 
Drink this, and anon I * thee give thy miſtreſs this, [Exit 


O © noble ſpirit, if no worſe gueſts hete dwell, 
My blue coat fits on my old ſhoulders well. 


16 fond] i. e. fooliſh. So, in Churchyard's Challenge, r 5913, p- 74- 
| f 40 — perſwade —— — * 
« Reforme the fond, and ſtill preſerve the wiſe.” 
Ben Jonſon's Devil is an Aſi, A. 1. 8.6: 
„ in me makes t at proffer, 
«Which never fair one was ſo fond to loſe,” 
Eupbues and his England, p. 9: © he that is young chigketh, the old: 
« man nay and the olde knoweth the young man to be a foole.” 
Ibid. p. 10: 4 that were as fond as not to cut one's meat with 
« knife that envi hath cvt his finger.” 
| The word in the fame ſenſe is {till in uſe in the Northern parts of this 


Foy Matheo. 
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Matheo, 
The onl royal fallow 4 he's bounteow a the Ladies; whard 
that he ſai to thee, Bellafront ? 


Nothing. | * | 
I pr'ythee, good girl? ; „t e an 
Why, I tell you nothing. 5 . 


Nothing! it's well: tricks, that I = be beholden to u 
fcald hat-livered gallant, to ſtand with my cap in my 
band, and vail bother, wen I have ſpread as lob fails as him 
> op WSN ee Nothing * 


Orlando. 


Where is't, fir? - 
' Co Il high. 
1 me, we i 5 
Nothing! ell fy h — 1 [Exits 


My twenty po unds flies high, O wretched — 
This varlet's Able to make Lucrece common. 
How now, miſtreſs? has my maſter died you 
Into this fad colour? 


Bellafront. 
Fellow, be go 31 thee ; if thy tongue 
Itch after talk ſo much, ſeek out thy maſter, 
Trart a fit inſtrument for him. 


Zownes, I h will he open ? 
ope he will not play upon me 
Bellafront. 


Play on thee ! no, you two will fly together, 
uſe you are roving arrows of one feather. 
Would thou wouldſt leave my houſe, thou ne'er ſhalt 
me; weave thy nets ne er ſo high, 
Thou ſhalt be but a ſpider in mine eye. 
Art rank with — poiſon temper'd oy 
Is food for health; but thy black rongue doth ſwell 


Cc2 With 


"P : 
- 7? 
4 - 
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Wich venom, to hurt him that gave thee bread; 


To wrong men abſent, is to ſpurn the dee. 
And fo did'ſt thou thy maſter, and my father. 
| . 


You have ſmall reaſon to take his part; for I have heard hin 
fay five hundred times, you were as arrant a whore as ever 
ſtiffened tiffany neckcloaths in water-ſtarch upon a Saturday 
ith* afternoon. oe | 

Bs | Bellafront, © © © + 

Let him fay worſe; when for the earth's offence 

Hot vengeance through the marble clouds is driven, 

Ist fit earth ſhoot again thoſe, darts at heaven ? | 

. ** i. $ 5 1 Orlando, . | r . | 
And fo if your father call you whore, you'll. not call him 

old knave: Friſcobaldo, ſhe carries thy mind up and down; 

ſhe's thine own fleſh, blood, and bone (ade); troth, miſtreſs, 

to tell you true, the fireworks that ran from me upon lines 

dſl my good old maſter, your father, were but to try how 

my young maſter, your huſband, loved ſuch ſquibs: but it's 

well known, I love your father as myſelf ; I'll ride for him at 

mid-night, run for you by owl-I'ght ; Pll die for him, drudye 

for you; I'll fly low, and T'll fly high (as my maſter ſays) w 

do van good, it you'll forgive me. 

* | Pers $6 Bellafront. | 

I am not made of marble: I forgive thee. 

| | Orlando 


Nay, if you were made of marble, a good ſtone-cutter might 
cut you: I hope the twenty pounds I delivered to my matter 
1s in a ſure hand, 27 

Bellafront. © 


In a ſure hand I warrant thee for ſpending. - 
Orlando. Pp | 

I ſee my young maſter is a madcap, and a bonus focius. I love 
him well, miſtreis: yet as well as I love him, T'll not play the 
knave with you; look you, I could cheat you of this purſe full 
of money; but I am an old lad, and I ſcorn to coney-catch; 
yet I have been dog at a coney in my time, 
Bellafront. 
A purſe, where hadſt it ? | « 55 
| | Orland, 
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0 | I | Orland». 4 3 Gow Wo pt 2 
The gentleman that went away, whiſper'd in mine car, and 
charged me to give it vou. | wn 
The lord Hipolite, _- | 
Yes, if he be a lord, he gave it me. 


| Bellaß ont. 
Tis like ſo: it may be, he thinks you want money, and 
therefore beſtows bis alms' bravely, like a lord. 
Bellafront. 
He thinks a ſilver net can catch the poor, 
Here's bait to choak a nun, and turn her whore. 
Wilt thou be honeſt to me ? as « 
Orlando. 1 
As your nails to your fingers, which I think never deceived 
u. n 
45 LPs. ; +; Bellas. i x 
Thou to this lord ſhalt go, commend me to him, 
Amd tell him this, the town has held out long, -—- 
Becauſe (within) "twas rather true, than ſtrong, 1} 
Io ſell it now were baſe ; ſay tis no hold | "ad 
Built of weak ſtuff, to be blown up with gold. 7 by ; 
He ſhall believe thee by this when, or this ; if not, by this. 
thor ns 8 


. 


A 


Is this all? þ 
This is all, | \*Þ 
Mine own girl ſtill. W | 
A ſtar may ſhoot, not fall. 2 [Exit Bellafront. 14 
A ſtar! nay, thou art mote than the moon, for thou haſt \ 


neither changing quarters, nor a man ſtanding in thy circle with 
a buſh of thorns. Is't poſſible the lord Hipolito, whoſe face 
1s as civil as the outſide of a dedicatory book, ſhould be a 

4 "" [WEN | mutton» 


* 
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- mutton-munger *7 ? A poor man has but one ewe, and ti 
| 22 ſheep-biter leaves whole flocks of fat weathers (whom 
knock down) to devour this. I'll truſt neither lord not 
bands whk quick fleſn for this trick; the cuckoo I ſee now 
All the year, though every man cannot hear him, but TI 
go is love. nor the Devil's com 
mon pick- gold), nor precious ones, - make 
draw up her percullis ? ES ved. wy gi 
All are not bawds (I ſee now) that kee 25 
| Nor ell good wenches that are markt fc — | _ [Ev 


Eur Candide, Lodovico . Nau. 


Lodovico. 
Come, come, come, what do ye lack, fir? herds ye lack, 
fir? what ist ye lack, fir? is not my worſhip well ed 4 


ever ſee a better dif] ? 
you gentleman oe 
Never, believe me, ſignior, 
Ladowicu. 


Ves: but when he has been drunk, there be prentices 
would make mad gallants, for they would ſpend all, and drink, 
and whore, and ſo forth; and I ſee we + xmas could make 
mad prentices. -How does thy wife like me? Nay, I muſt not 
be ſo ſaucy, then I ſpoil all: pray you, hav does my mids 


like me? 
Well: for ſhe takes for fi 0 fell 
r ſhe ou for a m Wo 
* very U 


"had they that are aben fob —— the arranteſt 
knaves : but to our W come. | . 


andido, 
I ſhall not act it, chide you fay, and fret, 
And grow. inet; I ſhall never dot. 
Lodowico. 
S'blood! cannot you do as all the world does / counterfeit 
Candiao. 


andi 
Were Ia painter, TT live- by drawing nothing but 


17 * See Note 68 ip the Firſt Pary of 75. Heng Where, 
P. 349 pictures 


9 
* 
5 7 


* 
| 
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riftures of an angry man, I ſhould not earn my colours ; I 


cannot dot. 858 | 
n A6S an ö 
Remember y are a line per, t if you give your - 
wife a yard, ſhe'll take an ell: give her not therefore a quarter 
of your yard, not a nail. | 
Cn... 


Say 1 ſhould turn to ice, and nip her love. now 'tis bur in 


the blood, 
1 Vibe .. Lodovice.. - 
W e 
40 ſay Candids, 


It will ſo overcharge her heart with grief, 
That like a cannan, when her fighs go off, 
She in her duty either will recoil, 
Or break in pieces, and ſo die: her death, 
By my unkindneſs might be counted murther. 


Die! never, never; I do not bid you beat her, nor give her 
black eyes, nor pinch her fides : but .croſs her humours. 
Are not bakers' arms the ſcales of juſtice? yet is not their bread 
light ? and may _ you I pray bridle her with a ſharp bir, 

ride her gent! bog 
> " * 1 Candido. 


Well, I will try your pills, do you your faithful ſervice, and 
wh. {till at a pinch to help me in this part, or elſe I ſhall 
out clean. | | | 


7 =ESiSS 5 


_— 


Com Pll 15 
e, come, mpt you. + 
Dll call her forth now, ſhall I? | 
Lodovieo, - | 
Do, do, bravely. 2 | 
Cnudide, |} 
Luke, I pray bid your miſtreſs to come hither, 
Logovico. ; 


Luke, I pray bid your miſtreſs to come hither, 
Candide. 


virrah, bid my wife come to me: why, when ? 
g C0 4 Lale. 


* THE/SECOND PART OF 


Lute, BEN 
| Preſent, fir, be comes, —— within — 55 
I. you, there's the echo, ſhe comes, 


., 7 nter Bride. 


>: Bride. 5 
Wbat is your pleaſure with me? 
Candide, 


Marry, wife, 
I have intent, and (you ſee) this ftripling here, - 
He bears good F 
And means to deal in linen. . 5 
Lodouico. 
Yes, indeed, fir, I would deal in linen, Tpy nile 
me ſo well I like her? | 
| Candide. . 


I to find him honeſt, pray good wife 
Look at his bed and chamber be made ready, 


Bride. 
| Yare beſt to let him hire me for h's maid. 
I look to his bed! 5 


N 
Even ſo IL | 
I fear to you a great oath, 


Swear, cry Zounds ! 

| Candide, 
I will not, go to wife, I will not. 
Lodovi 


200. 
That oath ? \ 2 . +, 214” 
your great | * 
Swallow theſe gudgeons. 
co. 


Well ſaid. 
Candido. 


Then faſt, then you may chooſe, 
You know at table hat tricks you played, 
Swaggered, broke glaſſes! Fie, fie, fie, fie; 
And now before my prentice here you make 
An aſs of me ; "vs (what ſhalt I call thee ?) 


| Bride. 
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wil Britk. . | 

Bren what you ritt whe eB N 
. 11 1 

| Call ber arrant whore. 2 ir J i =04 
Candidee; 


Oh fie, by no means, then het call we cuckold, rb, . 
look to th ſhop ; how does this ſhow? : 


5 4y 


Excellent well, Tl go ere Fine cam- 
bricks, 2 2 — you lack ? [ Exit Lodovico. 


A milk I have drunk once before, 
And *twas fo rank in e e 69 eee 


Bride. 


Wife, I'll tame you. 
You may, fir,” if you can, 


But at a wreſtling I have ſeen a fellow, | 
Limb'd like an ox, thrown by a little man. 


And fo you'll throw me. Reach me (knaves) a yard. 
|  Lodpvico. | 


I Prentice, 


My maſter is grown valiant, , 
Candide, 

Nl teach you fencing tricks.” 
Omnes. 


Rare! rare! a prize! 
What will you do, fir ? | 
Candido. 

Marry, my good Prentice, [ei bur breathe my y wiſe 
| Breathe me with your yard Nes, 
Lodovico. 
No, he'll but meaſure you out, forſooth, | 
Bride, 
"a you'll needs fence, handle your weapon wel 
For if you take a yard, Pu * an ell. 


h me an ell. | 
| Lodavi 


Tabea 


* — 
— 
— 4 22 " " 


* 
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: L odovi, 
An ell for my miſtreſs. | | SE 
Keep the laws of the Noble Seience, fir, and meaſure wes. 
| heatheniſh 
— 


with her; yard is a p__ Weapon ; tis too 
he may give you a handtul, and yet you'll not reach he. 


Yet I have the longer arm; come, fall tot roundly, 
And ſpare not me nile) for I'll lay*t on ſoundly, l 
If o'r huſbands their wives will needs be maſters, 
We men will have a law to win't at waſters ? 

| 3 Loabeico. | 
"Tis for the breeches, igt not? 


For the breeches. 
det I am for you; TI ane dhe tn jug.” 
am for you, T1! not ſtrike in jeſt. 
| 2 22 ell. 
But will you ſign to one requeſt ? 
1 Candi 
What's that? 
Let me give the firſt blow. 
Candide, 
The firſt blow, wife, ſhall I ? 


13 waſiers) Waſters are cudgels; as in Churehyard's —_ 
Wajtery 


WE 


* 


p. 84: © — and ſodainely a ſtout, taule cobber will lay down tbe 
46 — — to him that hath more practiſe and (kill in the weapon than 


& himſelfe.“ 


Phjlafer, A. 4: © Thou would'ft be loth to play half a dozen of 


« vehlet at waſters,” 


Minſhew, in his Di&imary, as Mr. Theobald obſerves, has given 2 


moſt ridiculous reaſon for the etymology of this word: That cudgels 
were called Waters, becauſe in playing and beating bouts with them, 
they waſte and fitter. In n to this conjecture, Mr. Theobald offers 
the following: „We find in our old Law-books, that the Statute of 
« Weftm. (5% Edwardi tertii, Cap. 14.) was made againſt night-walkers 
c and ſuſpected perſons, called R ſmer Waffours and draw latches. 
&« Theſe wafovrs, or plunderers, derived their name from the Latin term 


== 
« which they went armed, were called ern, i. e deſtroyers. 


and thence the miſchievous weapons, or bludgeons, with 


ch, 


Mm RT 7» 7 Fvms 4 was wt 
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Let ber ha't, 
If the ſtrike hard, in to her, and break her pare. 
Candids. 


A bargain, Strike. 
Bride, 


Then guard you from this blow, , 
For I play all at legs, but *tis'thus low. {She hncels, 
bald, am ſuch a cunning fencer grown, . 
] keep my ground, yet down I will be thrown 
With th the leaſt blow give me, I diſdain 
The wife that is her huſbands bees u. 

She that u our pillow did re 
fey, the dow wore, which I deteſt : 
. Thick ſhe impoſed upon you, I abate you, 
If me you make your maſter, I ſhall hate you. 
The world ſhall judge who offers faireſt play ; 
You win the breeches, but I win the day. 
Candi 

Thou win'ſt the day indeed, give me thy wk 
Ill challenge thee no more: my patient breaſt 
Plaid thus the rebel, only for a je 
Here's the rank rider that breaks bolts, 'tis he 
Can tame the mad folks, and eurſt wives. 


ride, 
Who, your man? 
Candiab. 


My man! my maſter, tho” his heal be wen 

ber fo courteous, he'lt put off his hair. 
ico. 

Nay, if your ſervice be ſo hot, a man cannot keep his hair | 
on, Ill ſerve you no _— 3 

Is this your ſchool-maſter ? | 

Lodovico. 

Yes faith, wench, I taught him to take thee Form 11 
hope thou cantt take him down without teaching; you have 
got the conqueſt, and you both are friends, 

Candido, 
Bear witneſs elſe, Pete's 
1 | Lodovico. 


— 


2 =_ — 
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Muy Prenticeſhip then ends. 

| HOO GUIs Gas . 

\ give you your years, 1 Ef ; e. 
| . 


8 I thank you maſter, a eie 
II xis my miſtreſs now, that ſhe may 


* L | | 
My man was bound and free all in — 1 
Euer Orlando, and Infælice. £44 
[2 | Alice. 
From whom ſayſt thou? H 
5 G | 


From a poor gentlewoman,. madam, whom I ſerve. 
| : Infelice. | 2 
And what's your buſineſs ? 
| 95 Orlando. Y 
This, madam: my poor miſtreſs has a waſte piece of 
— which is her own by inheritance, and left to her by 
r mother ; there's a lord now that goes about, not to take 
it clean from ber, but to incloſe it to himſelf, and to join it 
to a piece of his-lordſhip's. © - | 
x -$febce.. 
What would ſhe have me do in this ? 
' No more, madam, but what one woman ſhould do for 
another in ſuch a caſe, * My honourable lord, your huſband 
would do any thing in her behalf, but ſhe had rather put 
herſelf into your hands, becauſe you (a woman) may do more 
with the duke your father. 2 
| _ Infelice. | 
Where lies this land? 
Orlando. 


Within a ſtone's caſt of this place; my miſtreſs, I think, 
would be coment to let him enjoy it after her deceaſe, if that 
would ſerve his turn, ſo my maſter would yield too: but ſhe 
cannot abide to hear that the lord ſhould meddle with it in 
her life time, 7 | 

Infelice. 


_ * Isſhe then married? why ſtirs not 15 huſband in it? 
0 * O ud. 


F ww uo © 


Orlando, 


- 


% l Infelice. 5 "2 3 1 
Let her in writing draw the cauſe at large: 
And I will move the duke. 


turbance, grievance, 
and ſhe beſtows this purſe of gold on your 
Infe lice; 
Old man, I'll plead for her, but take no fees: 
Gire lawyers them, I ſwim not in that flood, 
Il touch no gold, till I have done her good. 


I would all proctorsꝰ clerks were of your mind, I ſhould law 
more amongſt them then I do then; here, madam, is the 
ſurvey, not only of the manor itſelf, but of the grange-houſe, 
with every meadow,” paſture, plough-land, cony- by 
fiſh-pond, hedge, ditch, and buſh, that ſtands in it. 

Infelice. - 


letter? where hadſt thou this writing? 
Or lando. : 


foreſaid land out ot the foreſaid lord?s fingers. Y 
Infelice.. 
My lord turn'd ranger now ? 
Y ſs, pp ara fou 
are a good -huntreſs, lady; you have found your ö 
already; your lord would tain — ranger, but os miſtreſs 


white money, but there's gold, or elſe ſhe prays you to“ ring 
bim by this token, and ſo you ſhall be ſure his noſe will not 
be rooting other men's paſtures. 


ig bin] To prevent ſwine from doing miſchief, it is uſual to put 
7.223 through their noſtrils. 12 88 | 
3 Aſelice. 


Her buſband ſtirs in it under band : but becauſe the other 
* 22 rich man, my maſter is loch to be ſeen in it too 1 


5 Gr“ nh, 58 
'Tis ſet down, madam, here in black and white already: 
work it ſo, madam, that ſne may keep her own without dif= 
moleſtation, 2 of any other; 


Orlando. ENS. 


My huſband's name, and hand and ſeal at arms, to a love- 


From the foreſaid party, madam, that would keep the 


requeſts. you to let him run a courſe in your own park, if 
you'll not do't for love, then 05 for money; ſhe has no 


4 
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This very » 

i en that very night, when be 
Untied my virgin girdle, gave I him: 

And muſt a common harlot ſhare in mine ? 


5 F r 
Not I, madam, W "Reader 
Og 4 himſelf was ſure his ſeere! 
* — — 
v . Qu enmns 

I d> not think, madain, but he fetche off ſome poet or 
—— thoſe h for they are parlous ** to flie at 
wenches, 


Infelice. 
Here's honied poiſon, to me be ne'er thus writ, - 
Bur luſt can ſet a double edge on wit. | 
Orlando, 
| 1 that's true, madam, a wench will whet any ting 
. It be not too dull. 
Heli. 


Oaths, promiſes, preferments, jewels, 
What ſnares ſhould break, if all theſe "0 
What creature is thy miſtreſs? 
Orlanebo. | 
One of thoſe. creatures that are contrary to man, à woman, 
Infelice. 
Whar manner of woman ? ? 
Orlando. 
A little tiny woman, lower than your ladyſhip by head nd 
| ſhoulders, but as mad a wench as ever 3 
band, = ſhould I indeed have delivered to my lord your 
0 


Trfelice. 
[co mm delivered better : why ſhould ſhe ſend back * 
things 
Orlando, 


Ware, ware, there's knavery. meli, | 


8 
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like cheating gameſters will not vin 
Ae Kk cheſs are but bats co dave him in, tine 


The Iriſh foatman can tell you all, his hunting 
park he huats in, the doe he wou 
atory beats the buſh for him, and 
letter, and that ring ; wh - 

| er, | yy 
Knowſt thou what other gifts have paſt between them ? 
| Orlando, | 


the carrier. AYE GI 


Not whilſt I am here, ſweet madam. 
— 
Be gone then, and what lies in me command. | 
{Exit Orlando. 


Come hither, firrah ; how much coſt thoſe ſatins, and cloth 
of ſilver, which my huſband ſent by you to a low gentle- 

Faat ſattins ? faat filvers, faat low gentlefolkes ? dow 
prateſt dow n | 


She there, to whom you carried ken. 


ryan. 
By dis hand and bod dow faiſt true, if I did fo, oh how ? 
I know not a letter a de book yfaat la. | 


20 Triſh ſhackatery] Iri hound, 30, in The Wandring Few, Sign. F: 
— for Time, ww he be an old man, is an . — no 
* /backatory comes neere him, if hee once get the ſtart, hee's gone, and 


« you gone too.“ 
| Infelice, 


416. | THE AU COD rar or 


Fg 


Did your lord ver fend 7 a wit clog; ft, (fe with 
ur lord never ſend Jou with a ri | 


Bias, 
News, free fa me, novery 
rings” yfaar, and I never hold bis ill 
de ſaddle. By 8. Patrick, 3 
Eads wor rey had wo My yAT ny with any 
cious ſtones. 1 


of his pre- 
Euer 8 

Ueli. 
« you ſo cloſe, you Baud, you pandring flave? | 


How now ? why Infelice } what's + your quite? | 


Out of my ſight! — 3 


polito. 
Away , you rogue. 


Bryan 
 +Slawne loot, fare de well, . 4b marragh fol 
boddab breen. % [Exit, 
 Hipolite. 


. What, grown a fightes?: prythee what's the matter ? 2 


Infelice. | 
If you'll needs know, it was about the dock how works 
the 4 my lord, (pray) 18 watch? en 


Left you cuff me, Pl <1 yo, preſently : I am near two. 
. R 
How, two? I am ſcaroe at one. 
H. ipolito, 
One of us then goes falſe. 


 bifeahice. | 
Then fore * tis s you, | 
Mine goes hy heaven's Gall, (ﬆ (the ſun) and it goes true. 
to. 


1 chink (indeed) mine bs 47 ſomewhat too faſt. 
feli. | 


| Ser it to wine (at one) then. a | 5 


Os 


————— 25 
- 


© =» SS P 


* 5 
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One? 'tis paſt : 5 End 19 | 
Faith then belike, - 3 5 

Neither your clock nor mine 
And ſince it is uncertain which goes true, 


Why, Infelice, what ro ea | 

Nothing, my lord, but my falſe watch; pray tell me, | 
You they rc, or yolk} irik of Gnas 

Muſt we upon the workman lay the blame, 

Or on yourſelves that keep them ? * 


. * bell them by ſloth. 
e ma ö , we 
But wb U your zu Pads thus? 1 read 

comments in thoſe margins of your looks: 
Your cheeks wu oo Ny nr nome | 
80 dimly charactred, I ſcarce can ſpell 
One line of love in them. Sure all's not well. 

| Ifeelice. 

All is not well indeed, my deareſt lord ; 
Lock up thy gates of kearing, Guat no ſound 
Of what I ſpeak may enter. 


What means this ? 
Felice. | 
Or if my own tongue mult myſelf betray, 


it a dream, or turn thine eyes away, 
And think me not thy wife. | [She Ineels, 


Hyolis 
do 
Ver U. 222 D d Infzlice. 
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Infanlice.. 
Earth is — when the ſick Soul, (ole: ker 
n n turns beggar, 
8 oli der bad ka Al 
that; of my chaſte honour W en thing) ap 
| ginen it to a du, | 


- 
473 in 
F, , » 
1 1 2 
? Cc * 8 . 


On thy pillow adultery 4 * e ne . 
Hath climb'd the — tree, and pluckt t — 


A villain hath uſurped a huſband's ſneets. 
Haro. 
S death! who, (a ae who? . 
This Iriſp; footman, - y 
 Higolito, 
' Worſe than domnation, 2; wild a. frog, 4 dog 


whom PII ſcarce ſpurn. Longed you for 2 ſhamrock ? wer 
it my father's * (heart) I kill him, although I tale 
him on his death-bed gaſping twixt heaven and hell; 2 
ſhag-haired cur? Bold ſtrumpet, why, hangeſt thou.on me? 
think'ſt I'll be a b oy nf > «oy , becau © he's We". 

} 


+I buy but this, 

Set not my ſhame out to the, world's broad eye, 
Yet let thy vengeance; (like my fab fan high, 
So it be in darkened clouds. 


Darkened! my born * 
Cannot be darkened, nor ſhall m 2 
A harlot to my ſlave? the act is 

Common, but foul, ſo ſhall thy diſgrace: : 


at ſhamrock?) The quarto reads Pan, a weed which the Irib 
wear 1n their has on lone particular feſtival. - A — — w * 
Poetry, publiſhed not many years ago, is entitled; The Shan or 

In . Dedication to Dericke” 's Image of Lrelande, 1581: © my harte 
© abhorreth their r dealynges, and my ſoule dooth deteſt their wilde ſhan- 
tc yocke manners. 

22 4 2 rt cur 9. Shak ſpeare beſtows the ſame Epithet on 3 
Kerne of Trend, in the Second Part of Ang Henry. VI. edit. 1775 


P. 357+ Could 
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Could not I feed your appetite ? Oh, 
You were created angels, pure and fair; | | 
But fince the firſt fell, tempting devils you are ; 
You ſhould be men's bliſs, l 1 
were there no women, men might live like gods 5 
You have been too much down already, riſe, 
Get from my fight, and henceforth ſhun my bed, 
ll with no ſtrumpets breath be poiſoned. 
As for your Iriſh Lubrican, that ſpirit | 
Whom by prepoſtrous charms thy luſt hath raiſed 
In a wrong circle, him Pl damn more black 
Than any tyrant's ſoul, | 


Hipolito ? 


Hipolito. 

Tell me, didſt thou bait hawks to draw him to thee, or did 

he bewitch thee ? 
Inf lice. 


The flave did wooe me. 
10. 


Two wooes in that fkreech-owl's language ! Oh, who would 
truſt your cork-heel'd ſex? I think to fate your luſt ! you would 
love a horſe, a bear, a croaking toad; ſo your hot itching 
veins might have their bound: then the wild Iriſh dart was 
thrown, Come, how ? the manner of this fight.- 

| Infelice, | 

"Twas thus, he gave me this battery firſt. Oh, I 
Miſtake, believe me, all this in beaten gold: 
Yet I held out, but at 0 was charm'd. 


* 


What? — your diamond, wench l the act is baſe 
Common, but foul, ſo ſhall not your diſgrace: 
Could not ] feed your appetite: 
| Infelice, 
Oh, men, N 
You were created angels, pure and fair, 
But fince the firſt fell, worſe than devils you are, 


You ſhould our ſhields be, but you prove our rods. 
Were there no men, women might live like gods. 


Guilty, my lord ? | | 
Dd 2 L200 : Hipolito. 
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Yes, guilty, my good lady. _ 
N r 
ay. you ma r un m | 
34 With no whore's learings Il be poiſoned. 3 I Ei. 
Rk 


 Ofre-reach'd ſo finely ! Tis the very diamond 
And letter which I ſent: this villainy 
Some ſpider cloſely weaves, whoſe poiſoned bulk * 
I muſt jet forth, Who's there without ? 
| | Servant, | 
My lord calls. within,——— 


polito, | 
3 Servant. | 
Call the footman to my lord. Bryan! Bryan! 
1992 Enter Bryan, 


Hipolito. 
It can be no man elſe, that Iriſh Judas, 
24 Bred in a country where no venom 
| But in the nation's blood hath thus beat ms: 
Slave, get you from your ſervice. 
23 bulk] i. e. _ So, in David and Bethſabe, by G. Peele : 
, « Bury his bult beneath a heap of tones.” 
Ben Jonſon's Sejanus, A. 5: 
7 Their bulk and ſouls are bound on fortune's wheel.” 
Volpene, A. 2. S. 3: 
« Beſide, this feat body of mine doth not crave 
« Half the meat, drink, and cloth,*one of your but will have.“ 
24 Bred in @ country where no wenom preſpers, Thar Ireland is free 
from all venomous or poiſonous creatures, is a fact which is afferted dy 
almoſt every one who hath written concerning that country. 
| Dericke, in The Image of Irelande, 1 $31, Sign. C 2, ſays: 
« Within the compaſſe of this land, . 
« no poyſonyng beaſt doeth live: 
« To adder, ſnake, nor crocadile, 
« no reſpitte doeth it give. 
« Whereby the ſame repaſt maie take 
« to feede his appetite : 
But with a deadly percyng blowe, 
« he wermine it doeth ſmite. 
« As ſone as they doe touche the grounde, e 
L even by and by they * ; « 1 


THE HONEST WHORE. 
Fast meaneſt-thou by this now ? 


Could'ſt thou turn all the mountains in the land 
To kill Of all, ant te YON here thou ſtayeſt not, 
ryan, 


I faat,'T care not. ye 


Hipolito, 
Prate not, but get thee gone, I ſhall ſend elſe. 


"1 Bryan, | 
I, do predy, I had rather have thee make a ſcabbard of my 


guts, and let out all de Iriſh puddings in my poor belly, den 


« And hope of longer life to live, 
from every one doeth flye. 

For where tyme paſt it did poſſeſſe 
„ eche hurtfull wicked beaſt : 

The hiſſing ſerpent with her mate, 
% and worme of poy ſon leaſt. 

c Yet now no ſuch it will retaine, 

eit youcheth not to ſee : 

' © The frogge, the tode, nor viper vile 

« within her bounds to bee.” 


The ſame Author ſays, that the country was exempted from theſe | 


poiſonous creatures by the means of St. Patrick: he likewiſe adds, 
No beaſt that * mortall man, 
4 is procreated theare : | 
“It brynges forthe no Lion feare 
© nor yet the ravnyng beare. | 
« No beaſt (I ſaie) which do poſſeſſe 
© one jote of crewell Kinde : 
« Excepte the wolfe that noſome is, 
“in Iriſhe ſoile I finde.“ 


Barnaby Rych, in his Deſcription of Ireland, p. 44. ſays: © I will not 


* contend whether it were Saint Patricke, who by his praiers hath thus 
* purged Ireland from toads, from ſnakes, from adders, and from other 
© like venomous wormes: but there are other, as well Beaſts, as Birds, as 
© the Roebuck, the Moule, the Pianet, the Nytingale, that are meer 
* ſtrangers in Ireland, as the other, and I cannot thinke but that it was 
"one man's worke to expell all theſe together, and all at one time. But 
l if it were Saint Patrick, or whoſoever otherwiſe, that was fo ſevere 
: againſt the Nytingale, the ſweete Querriſter of the wood, whofe de- 
 leftable harmony is pleaſing to every care, I would he had been as 
x ſri in juſtice againſt that foul-monthed bird the Cuckow, whoſe notes 

were never yet pleaſing to any man's care, that was jealous of his wife. 


3 * 


, 1 
B $4 
* 


Queſtion me not, nor tempt my fury, villain, 3 


— — = — — — — — — — — — 
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to be a falſe knave to dee I faat, I will never ſee dyne own 
. ſweet face more. A mawbid deer @ gra, fare dee well, fare dee 
well, I wil go ſteal cows again in Ireland. [Exi, 


9 Hipolito. 
He's damn'd that rais'd this whirlwind, which hath blown 
Into her eyes this jealouſy : yet Ill on, WF + 

I'll on, ſtood armed devils ſtaring in my face; 

To be purſued in flight, quickens the race : 

Shall my blood ſtreams by a wife's luſt be bard? 
Fond woman, no: iron grows by ſtrokes.more hard, 
* Lawleſs deſires are ſeas ſcorning all bounds, 

Or ſulphur which, being ram'd up, more confounds, 
Struggling with mad men madneſs nothing tames, 
Winds wreſtling with great fires incenſe the flames, [xi 


Enter Bellafront and Orlando, 
8 B 8 
How now, what ails your maſter ? 
_ : Ra ors 4 | 
as taken a younger brother's purge, forſooth, and that 
works with him. BT. hat ; 
Bellafront. 


Where is his cloak and rapier ? 
He has Web won 5 rapier 

e has given up his cloak, and his rapier is bound to the 
2 if you 7 little higher, you may ſee that another 
ath entered into hatband for him too. Six and four have 


put him into this ſweat. 
3 Bellgfront. . 


| Where's all his money? 
'Tis put over by exchange: his doublet was going to be 

tranſlated, but for me: if any man would have lent but halt a 

ducket on his beard, the hair of it had ſtuft a pair of breeches 
by this time; I had but one poor penny, and that I was glad 

to niggle out, and buy a holly-wand to grace him through the 

ſtreet. As hap was, his boots were on ; and then I duſtied, to 

make people think he had been riding, and I had run by him. 

. Bellafront. 


Oh me, how does my ſiweet Matheo? 
Emer 


* 
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Oh, rogue, of what deviliſh ſtuff are theſe dice made off ? of 
the parings of the devil's Corus of his toes, that they run thus 
damnably f-— 2 7 
I pr ythee 2 : 
N i Mat beo. "> a ( _ , of 
If any handicraft's man was ever ſuffered to keep ſbop in 
hell, it will be a dice-maker ; he's able to undo more fouls 
than the devil ; 1 with mine own dice, yet loſt, Have 
-u any money rin | 
28 „ 
Muſt have money, muſt have ſome, muſt have a cloak; and 
rapier, and things: will you go ſet your lime - twigs, and get 


me ſome birds, ſome A 
Uafront. 


e 
What lime-twigs ſhould I ſet? 
* 89 . Matbeo. { e © »# + 
You will not then? Muſt have caſh ang on; do ye 
hear, (frailty) ſhall I walk in 5 Plymouth cloak, (that's to 
ſay) like a rogue, in my hoſe and doublet, and a crab- 
tree cudgel in my hand, and you ſwim in your ſattins? muſt 


have money, come. - 
Orlando. 
Ist bed-time, maſter, ay 5 undo my miſtreſs ? 
- x 
Undo me? Yes, yes, at theſe riflings 
I have been too often. 


. | 
25 Plymouth ch! * That is,” ſays Ray, in his Proverbs, 1742, 
p. 238. © a cane, a fa; whereof this is the occaſion. Many a man of 
good extraction, coming home from far voyages, may chance to land 
© here, and, being out of ford is unable for the preſent time and ro 
recruit himſelf with clothes. Here (if not friendly provided) they 
© make the next wood their draper's ſhop, where a ſtaff cut out ſerves 
* them for a covering. For we uſe when we walk in cuerpo to carry a 
« ſtaff in our hands, but none when in a cloak.” 
A Plymouth cloak is mentioned in The Wandering Few, Sign. D: 
But let Fortune ſnatch her wheel from you, a poor ale-houſe is your 
© Inn, an old Freeze Jerkin in ſummer your Sonday ſuit, and a Plimoutb 


* cloake your caſter,” | 
— 3 D d 4 0 Mathes. 


4 


1 With ily bas, gr been wil ae me . 


Orlando. 
| 54e ch Rc. for that's paſt touching, I ſaw my twenty 


it, cannot © his without ſilver. 


| For a handful of taylors' ſhreds ? pox on them, are there 20t 
 filks enow at mercers ? 
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+ Matheo. 

Nee MT 

| Fleaing call you it? || 

Il Nen you by th! Lond, to 


"Roll be SOLON 2 SOOSY 2 OT 
Why hear you, fir ? yfaith, do not make away her gown, 


Oh it's ſummer, it's ſummer ; your only faſhion for a vo- 
man now, is to be light, to be light, 


| Why preg in employ fon of de maney you hve of i 
Thine? 1'll ſtarve firſt, I'll beg firſt; when J touch a penny 
of that, let theſe fingers ends rot. 


Matheo, 

Novel thou never a, damn'd broker about the city ? 
Orlando. 

Dams broker? yes, ſive hundred. 
Matheo. 

The gown flood me in 3 borrow ten of 


Orlando. 
- TU make what I can of i fir Tn be your broker, 


not your damn d broker: oh, thou _ 
What nas a wi tr hor ar ic *. 


How now little chick, what aileſt, weeping 


What doeſt cate for then ? why doeſt grieve ? 


Bilar. 


Rr 
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Why do I grieve ? a thouſand ſorrows ſtrie 

At one poor heart, and yet it lives. Matheo, 

Thau art a gamſter, pr ythee throw at all, 

Ser all upon one caſt, we kneel and pray, | 
And ſtruggle for life, yet muſt be caſt away. an 
Meet miſery quick] ſplit all, ſell all, 

And when thou ſold all, ſpend it, but I beſeech thee - 
Build not thy mind on me to coin thee | 
To get it would'ſt thou a the whore ? 

'Tw r profeſſion before I married 

| 5 —— 

Umh ? it was indeed: if all men ſhould be branded 
For fins long ſince laid up, who could be ſaved ? 
The quarter-day's at hand, how will you do 
To pay the rent, Matheo? 

Matheo. 


Why, do as all of our occupation do againſt quarter · days; 
break up houſe, remove, ſhift your lodgings, pox 'a your | 


quarters. 4 
Enter Lodovico. 
Wh this gallant? | | 
Where's this 
| N Matheo, | 
_ Lodovico ? how does my little mirror of knight- 
? this is kindly done yfaich : welcome by my troth, 


4c 


And how doſt, frolick ? ſave you fair, lady. Thou lockeſt 


ſmug and bravely, noble Matheo. 


Drink and fond, Matheo. F 
rink laugh and lie warm. 
Lodovice. 
Is this thy wife? | 9 
Mar heo. 


A poor gentle woman, fir, whom I make uſe of a nights. 
i 5 r= ety A nig 
ay cuſtom to your lips, ſweet lady. 
y Po, y 


= | 
Borrow ſome ſhells of him, ſome wine, ſweetheart. 
| | [ ; ovice. 


— — . . _ - 
— — o 


i 
! 

s | | 
i 
n 
| = 
1 
| = 


— 
— 
— 
—— rr , mmm. — 
— X — — — — 
— 


TN fed fort de pain. _ 1 
A "uh 


'Y 
You ſend fort? Some wine, I pre... Wi 
Bb aa Dagan. , 
no "77 | . 2. | 
wee" Murbeo. s Te 
$'blood, nor I: What wine Jore you, Signior? 
Here, or ru not ſtay, e m 
too much ? | [Exit Bellaſront. hy 
And what news flies abroad, Matheo ? 
Matheo. | 
 Troth, none; | Oh Gun wane many nod a 
And no doubt ſhall again. 
. The divine powers never ſhoot darts at men 
| „ $10 fon: 
2 X fy Matheo. 
an trus. 
Lanka 


ſhould we grieve at want? 
Say the world made thee her minion, that 
Thy head lay in ber lapt and that ſhe danc't thee 
T On her wanton knee, ſhe could but give thee a whole 
World:, that's all, and that all's s nothing ; the world's 
| Greateft part cannot fill up one corner of thy heart. 
Say, the three corners were all fill'd, alas! 
Ot what art thou poſſeſt, a thin blown glaſs : 
Such as by boys is puft into the air. 
Were twent . kingdoms thine, thou'dſt live in care: 
Thou could'ſt not ſleep the better, nor live longer, 
Nor merrier be, nor healthfuller, nor ſtron 
If then thou want'ſt, thus make that want thy pleaſure, 
No man Wants all things, nor has all in meaſure. 
Matheo. 
12 am the moſt wretched fellow : ſure ſome left handed 
prieſt chriſtened me, I am ſo unlucky: I am never out of ouc 
puddle or another, (till * 


4 - Enter 
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| Enter Bellafront, a Orlando. 
JT 5 7 7 © nin 
| Ir 
Thanks, good Matheo. wed +5 a et en Rad bet 
To your own ſweet ſelf. 


Orlands. ” 
All the brokers hearts, fir, are-made of flint. I can with all 
my 1 3 out of them; here's . 
fix duckets, if you ll ; | 1 

* A evil l | them all, moths 
Give me t : an evil conſcience mo 
and plagues hang upon their lowſie — 
Is this your man, Matheo ? an old ſervingman. 

8 Orlando f 


You may give me b other half too, fir: 
That's the beggar, | 
Loi 


What haſt there, gold ? 
A fort of raſcals are in my debt, (God knows what) and 
they feed me with bits, with crums, a pox choke them, 


A word, Matheo: be not with me; 
2 gin _ — j | 2 
can part copper (tho it o'er 
From 2 gold: the ſails which thou doſt ſpread, 
Would ſhew well, if they were not borrowed. 
The ſound of thy low fortunes drew me hither, 
I yive myſelf unto thee, pr'ythee uſe me, 
| will beſtow on you a ſuit of ſattin, 


And all things elſe to fit a gentleman, 
Becauſe I — you. E. | 


5 . t. ; 
Call on me when you pleaſe; 
Till then farewel. (OG 


| * s * * 
V 4 7 4 
a 4. * | 
$ 
+5 


3 AnlO Way q 
_ Haſt angled ? haſt cut 33 freſh ſalmon ? 


wouc'l hare me be ſo baſe? » 


172 baſe to teal, it's baſe to be a whore: 
Thou't be more baſe, I'll make thee keep a door. [Ext 


I bope he will — all the money, will he? 

Thou ſeeſt he does. £1 
{Nay then it's well, I ſet my brains upon an upright laſt ; 
though my wits be old, yet they are like a witherd pippin, 
wholſome. Look you, miſtreſs, I told him I had but fix 


duckets of the (knave) broker, but I had eight, and kept 
| theſe two for you. | Tho 


| «-* Bellafront. 
Thou ſhould'ſt have given him all. 
94% Orlando. 
What, to fly high ? . 
Like waves, my miſery drives on miſery. | 
was 5 rd « ſery ( 


| Sell his wive's cloaths from her back ? does any poulterer' 

wife pull chickens alive? he riots all abroad, wants all at 

home ; he dices, whores, ſwaggers, ſwears, cheats, borrows, 
[ 


55 I'll give him hook and line, a little more for all this, 


et ſure Yeh' end he'll delude all my bopes ; 
ſhew me a french trick danc'd on the ropes. (Exit. 


Enter at one door Lodovico and Carolo ; at another Bots, and 
miſtreſs Horſeleach ; Candido and his wife appear in the bop. 
Hiſt, hift, lieutenant Bots, how do'ſt man ? 
Carols. | 
Whither are you ambling, madam Horſeleach ? 
About worldly profit, fir : how do your worſhips ? 


Bots. 
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We want tools, to furniſh the trade: they wear 
out day and night, they wear out till no mettle be left in their 
back; we hear of two or three new wenches are come up 
with a carrier, and your old rn 


And faith, what bed bave you at home ? iy 
diſhes, by my troth, ſweet men, there's few good 


ith' city; L am as well furniſht as any, and though I ſay it, 
as well cuſtom? 1 $oth r A 


| ; Is Bots. 1 2 
Ve hav 22 of all ſorts . we N ſtew d 
meat ſor your Frenchmen, t picking meat for 
Italian, ATR A TN Er Don trans 2 
A pox ont. 


We have poulterers ware for your ſweet. bloods, as dove, 
chicken, duck, teal, woodcock, and fo forth: and butcher's | 
meat for the citizen ; yet muttons fall very bad this year. 


Stay, is not that my patient linen-draper youder, and my 
fine young ſmug miſtreſs, _ ow ; 


Sirrah Grannam, LI. give thee for thy fee twenty crowns, 
if thou canſt but procure me the wearing of yon velvet cap. 
| ___ Hoaſelaach, | 
You'd wear another hog Bren the cap. Y'are a wage 
| ots, | 
RN we'll ſhare, and P'll be your pully to draw 
on. 


N Lodovice. 
Do't preſently ; we'll * ſome ſport. 


A. 
Wheel you about, ſweet men: do you ſee, I'll cheapen 
wares of the man, whilſt Bots is doing with his wife. 
| h Lodovice. 
To't: if we come into the ſhop to do you grace, we'll call 
you madam, 28 | 1 
1 0ts, 


f 
| 
. 
ö 
f 


0 


8 0 Wiz > — 
W 8 
: Kc. 
+ | * 


Ben. 
ee 


> 
Some cambrick for wy old 


Cambrick ? "ſhall, the thread in Mill. 
you r 
Save you, Signior Candido. 


How does my noble maſter ? bow roy fe wied; 
2 


My worſhipful good ſervant, view it well, for "ris both ie 
** 1 


mercy, madam, though maſk d, I thought i 
Bot "Fes you by your man. Pray, Signior, ſhew 50 


beſt, for ſhe commonly deals for ware. 


Candi 

Then this ſhall fit her, „ 

>". 

A word, I pray, there is a waitin tlewoman of my 
lady's: her name is Ruyna, fays 2 kinſwoman, and 
that you ſhould be one of her * | 

W: 
Ove of her aunts ? troth, „ "pp 
| Ots, © 
If it pleaſe you to beſtow the poor labour of your legs at 
yo e e mag 


I am a ſnail, fir, ſeldom 42 my houſe, if 't pleaſe her to 

viſit me, ſhe ſhall be welcome. 
Bots. 

Do you hear? the naked troth is : my lady hath a you you 
knight, her ſon, who loves you; y are made, if you lay 
upon t: this jewel he ſends you. 

Wife 


you# lack, Pn nm 
pray 


2 
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Wife. 
git, I return bie love and jewel with ſburn 5 bt ge y 
mmmug Lau ate an arrant/iknave. 
LZxit. 
| ; Loiooion' n * 44 
8 1 2 2 / wal $1 
Bots. | de 
Do? they ſhall all do if Bots ſets upon 
as if ſhe had profeſt the trade, ſqueamiſh at firſt, at laſt 1 
ſhewed ane.” vg 


Is: gold, and right ſto ſtones 


Copper, copper, I 28 theſe baits 


She nibbled, but — not ſwallow the hook, * the 
cunger-head her huſband was by: but the bids the eman 
name any afternoon, and ſhe'll meet him at her W 
winch 1 know. - WER 


Is. this no lye now ? | 

h w 7 * 
Damn me if— 2 'S: 
Bots. 7 


Oh pr hes . | „i ve 
1 Lodovico. . 
The wwenty crowns, we t 

ts, 
Before he has his work done? bo on my knightly word, | 
he ſhall pay't thee. 


Enter Aſtolſo, Beraldo, Foininell and 9 


Alas. 
I thought thou had'ſ 1 into thine on country. 
No feat la, I cannot go dis four or tree da 
89 Jes. 


Look thee, yonder's the ſhop, and that's the man himſelf. 
EY 


- 


9 
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4 "Thou dak but 
be "ons upon him, 


| me, go ah rig e 
; ee 0 0 ol 


the beſh al 


grafting your warden - tree 


eier 5 cdi. 


F 


Foutinell. 
and do 29 we Ms to-put | 
his patience. - | 


Bryan. 
1 . I doubt my pats ſhall. be knocked : but fa crees fn 


2 


Oby well mer! N 


You'll give 2 rake 4 
—— cannot it. 

a rl gire no more. 

Candide. 

net pe ei What wo'd you have, ſweet gates 
Ney, here's the cuſtomer. (Eren, Bots cle. 
The garden · houſe you ſay ? we'll bolt out your roguery. 
1. will but lay theſe parcels by—My men are all at Cuſtom- 


houſe unloading wares, re, if cambrick. you wo wo'd deal in, there's 
Millan * 1 


Do you hear? 1. 2. 3. S bot, there came in 4. Gallant, 
ſure your wife is ſlipt up, and the 4th Vries e aa 


Candids. 


Ha, ha, ha: you geademen are fall of 5. 9 

If ſhe be up, ſhe's gone ſome wares to ſhow, | | _ 

| rr 8 
. My 

- Hare you fo? nay hen nA The 


. 26 — A pear-tree. 6 7 Plin. Volema autem pyrs 
« ſunt preegrandia, ita dicta, quod impleant volam.“ Barret's Alvearit. 
The — call this pear poire de garde. See Mr. Steevens's Nate on 


TRE HON BST WHORE” 14 
— 6 combi? 
predee 13 | 

let F 
' ape Cp. it 
What that he fas, pray, gentlemen ? 


he fa we are like 9 have the beſt wares 
Marry, he lays 
The beſt wares ! all are bad, yet wares do 


n . —— 


bus ene e e 
ome holleny w make linen hire for fear ay be louſy. 


Indeed 1 underſtand no ward he ſpeaks. 
Carolo. 


Marry, he ſays, that at the ſiege in Holland thaw was much 
in uſed among the ſoldiers, though they were louſy. ' 


lt may be ſo, that's likely, true indeed, 
In every garden, fir fir, does 2 that weed. 


Px on de gene, and g weed, and de ſoles cap dere and | 
de cloutes; hear, n me? 
mnless " 
Ob fe, be has torn the cambrick. | 1 
 Candido. * 
l frets me to the ſoul. FM. . 


Candido. 
80 Join not me. 


My cuſtomers do oft for remnants call | 
Theſe are two remnants now, no loſs at all. 
But let me tell you, were my ſervants here, 
It would have coſt more. Thank you, gentlemen, | 
I uſe you well, pray know my ſhop again. [Ex#. 
mnes. 
Ha, ha, ha; come, come, let's go, let's 
Vor- III. 5 * 4 ny 


#'+ * 


'Tis no matter. *. 
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7 Eater Matheo = and Bellafront, 


Haw, am I ſuited, = aw Tot gallant ha? | 


— 
Exceeding paſſing well — time. 


"The cu ha lid his pre wit you, 


And 1 have laid gevideman's-part with: my taylor, for 
ove bm fr he mabng of Ka 7 


To keep the faſhion: It's- only faſhion how of yout 
beſt rank of gallants, to | Ne yo only wait for their money ; 
neither were it wiſdom indeed to pay them upon the- firl 
edition o a nem ſuit; for - the ſeit is owing for; 
when the linings are worn out, there's no. reaſon then, 
that the taylor ſhould be paid before the wereer, 


Bellafront. 
Is this the ſuit the knight  beftowed upon you? 


This is the-ſtit, and Tineed not ſhame to wear it, for bettet 
men than I would be glad to have ſuits beſtowed on them, 
It's a generous fellow,—but—pox' on him e whiofe * 
cranions are the very limbecks and ſtillitorĩes of good wit, and 

fly high, muſt drive liquor out of ſtale gaping oyſters. 


27 brave] i. e. fine, gaudily dreſſed. As, in Lyly's. Eupbues and bi: 
England, p. 175 2 — layeth all his . — hi backe, 
« judging that women are wedded to braverie.” 

The Picture, by Maſlinger, A. 3. S. 6: 

« And to how many ſeveral women you are 
% Beholding fot your braver. 
The Emperor of the Eq, A. 2. 8. 1. 
« .— her brave. 
* $o alters her; I had forgot her face.” 
| Ibid.; A. 4+ 8. I: 
„ T've built no palaces to face the Court, 
« Nor do my ſollower's bravery ſhame his trait. 


Shallow 


Tut Hoxnet whois i 
Cri of e kk r as” 


R 6 en be e dn : 


No faith, Front, Lodovigo is a noble Slavonian : it's more 
rare to ſee im in a woman's com x __ = niard 


to go into England, and to chal Engliſh 2 

there, One knocks, See Ea, fa, 2775 la 22 Fa ruſtle in 

and ſattins: there's muſick in this, and it 

makes both fly high, —Catzo. y 

Enter Bellafront, after — Ite binfelf, with four Mea 
in. 


* 
Matheo? 's my father. 


Matheo, 
* father? it's no matter, he finds r no tatter d prodigals 


Orlands, 

Is not the door good enough to bold your blue coars ? 
away, knayes. Wear not your cloaths thread-bare at knees 
for me; beg heaven's, bleſſing (not mine). Oh, cry your wor- 
ſhip mercy, firs was ſomewhat bold to talk to this gentle- 


woman, wife Ag 
W Hathes: 


A „ fir, 
mY | Orlando. 
Stand not, fir, bare to me; I have read oft 


That ſerpents who cree low, belch ranker poiſon 
Than winged dragons do, that —_— aloft. 
If it offend you, fir? tis 7971 my <P 
MY Orlando, 


Your pleaſure be't, fir ; umh, is this your palace? 


u a wild Cataian of forty ſuch : 11 i. e. ſuch ſhallow knights, &c. 
— go to the compoſition of a dexterous E. See a note on the Merry 

Wives of Windſor, laſt Edition, p. 264. 
Ee 2 Bellafront, 


1 
, 
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+ * Yes, and our kingdom, for tis our content, | 
12 very poor kin chen; what, are all your ſubjectʒ 
gone a ſheep-ſhearing? not a maid? not a man? not ſo much 
as a cat? you keep a good houſe belike, juſt like one of your 

| profeſſion, every room with bare walls, and a half. headed bed 


to vault upon (as all your bawdy-houſes are). Pray who are 
your upholiters ? Oh, the ſpiders, I ſee, they beſtow hangings 


u Ou. | 
Bawdy-houſe ! Zounds! fir——- 
. . = Bellafront. 4 
Oh, ſweet Matheo, peace. Upon my knees 
I do beſeech you, fir, not to arraign me 
For ſins, which heaven, I hope, long ſince hath pardoned, 
Thoſe flames (like lightning flaſhes) are ſo ſpent, 
The heat no more remains, than where ſhips went, 
Or where birds cut the —_ rint remains. 
Pox on him, kneel to a — f 
She that's a whore 
Lives gallant, fares well; is not (like me) poor, 
I have now as ſmall acquaintance with that fin, 
As if I had never known it; that, never been. 
ö CD. 
No acquaintance with it! what maintains thee then? how 
doſt live then? has thy huſband any lands ? any rents 2 
in, any ſtock going, any * * jogging, any ſhips ſailing 
haſt thou any wares to turn, ſo much as to get a ſingle penny 
by? yes, thou haſt ware to ſell, knaves are thy chapmen, and 
thy ſhop is hell. ; 3 2 
Matheo. 


Do you hear, fir? 
So, fir, I do hear, fir, more of you than you dream I do. 


0. 


Lou fly a little too high, fir. 
| Orlando. 


8 Naibeo. 


; Why, fir, too high 4 
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L have ſuffered your tony, like *9 a bard cater tra, to run 
ve | 


all this while, and 2 © aids "36 r 
* | T 


Well, fir, you talk like a gameſter, - -—* 
Dong ror hear — «ION 
If you come to bark at her, becauſe ſhe's a poor rogue; 
look you, here's a fine path, fir, and there, there the door. 
| Bellafront. a 


Matheo ? 3 
8  Matheo, 8 » , 
Vour blue coats ſtay for you, fir. ' 
[ love a good honeſt roaring boy, and ſo— 
Orlando, | 
That's the devil. 
Matheo. 


Sir, fir, I'll have no Joves in my houſe to thunder avaunt : 
ſhe ſhall live and be maintained, when you, like a keg of 
muſty ſturgeon, ſhall ſtink. Where? in your coffin, How ? 
be a muſty fellow, and louſy, 

2 2 : Orlando. 2 

I know ſhe ſhall be maintained, but how ? ſhe like a quean, 

thou like a knave ; ſhe like a whore, thou like a thief. 


N Matheo. 
Thief! zounds, thief ! 


29 a bard cater tra] The following paſſage from The Art of Jug ling, 
or Legerdemaine, by S. R. 4to. 1612, Sign. C 4, will ſufficiently explain 
the terms above uſed; © Firſt you muſt know a langret, which is a die 
„chat fimple men have ſeldom heard of, but often ſeene to their coſt ; 
and this is a well-favoured die, and ſeemeth good and ſquare, yet it is, 
* forged longer upon the cater and trea than any other way: and there- 
„fore it is called a langret. Such, be alſo call'd bard cater treat, be- 
« cauſe commonly the longer: end will of his owne tway drawe downe- 
* wards, and turne up to the eie ſice fincke deuce or ace. The prineipal - 
- ve of them is at Novum for 10 longe a paire of bard cater treat be walk- 
ing on the bourd, ſo long can ye not caſt five nor nine, unles it be by 
great chance, that the roughnes of the table, or ſome other ſtoppe, force 
* them to ſtay, and run againſt their Kinde: for without cater or trea ye 
a 2 five or nine can never come. IM R 

Monfieur D'Olive, 1606, the ſep cater tre is mentioned; and again, 
The London Prodigal. 1 Ns r ; 
mY 
| Ee 3 
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Good deareſt Matheo.—F 


Matheo. 
en d „en . : 
be put down wich bare bawdy velvet. Thief! 


Aye, thief ; th'art a murtherer, a cheater, a whore-monger, a 


Hunter, a borrower, a a beggar— 1 
Dear father. * 
Matheo. 
An old aſs, a dog, e churl, a chuff, an uſurer, a a villain, 2 
- moth, a mangy mule with an old velvet foot-gloth on hit 
back, fir, | | 
Bellafront. | 
Oh me! 
Varlet, for this P11 — | 
ar r | 
. hang ti 
a, * | 
, Orlando. 


Thou keepeſt a man — ack, 
Under thy beard. 33 


Orlando. 
As arrant a ſmell-ſmock, for an old mutton-munger, as 
Os 8 


Orlando. 
os os + ds I cried, ſtand, yet a good fel- 
low, I confeſs, and valiant ; ; but be'll bring thee ih? gallows; 
you both have robb'd of * two vo poje country pedlars. 


How's this? how's this 7 ah ry thou fly high? rob * 
bear witneſs, Front, rob podlen ? my man 2 I a thief 


Oh fir, no more. 


| Orland. 
Aye, knave, two pedlers, hue and cry is vp, warrants 4 are 
Out, 3 and I ſhall ſee thee climb a ladder. 
7 Matbeo. 


P S * * wy 
23 * * 5 i -o 
” 2. 4 * * * £ 
E = * 
", 
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An. 
And come down again as well as a bricklayer, 
How the vengeance knows he dhis? if I be hanged, I'll tell 


if 
. I 
* 
39 | i 
” N 1 
n | \ i" 
% . : . 1 
= n 1 
* 
or a tyler. 


the people I marvied dld Priſcoballio's daughter, Il 


you, and your old carcaſs, 13 8 


Tell what thou canſt ; if 4 dy here longer, I ſhall be 
hang d too, for being in thy company; av I found 


you, I leave you. | 
: Mather, 
Kneel, and get money of him. 
| Orlando 


begyars, a brace of 


A knave waned: — a thief, and a trumpet, a couple of 
Matheo, 


Hang upon him. Aye, aye, fir, fare you well; we are ſo: 


follow cloſe—we are beggars in fattin—to him. 
Bellafront 


Is this your comfort, when fo many years 
You have left me frozen to death ? 
Orlando, 


Freeze ſtill, ſtarve ſtill. 


Yes, ſo I ſhall: I muſt: I muſt and will, 
If as you ſay I'm poor, relieve me then, 
Let me not ſell my to baſe men. 
You call me ſtrumpet, heaven knows I am none: 
Your cruelty may drive me to be one: 
Let not that ſin ours; let net the ſhame 
Of common whore live longer than my name. 
That cunning bawd (neceſſay) night and day 
Plots to undo me; drive that hag away, 
Leſt being ar loweſt ebb, as now I am, 
I fink for ever. 72 4 

Orlando. 


Loweſt ebb, what ebb? 


cllafront. 
So poor, that (tho? to tell it be my ſhame) 
I am not worth a diſh to hold my meat; 
I am yet poorer, I want 1 Ps 
| E oy 
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$94 N by Orlando. 
not een e 18 1 
A Matheo... 
Lock fe has end an homily p tcl to the ol rogue, 
Or 
Want _ there's ſattin: . 
„ Maibeo. 


Shed, make paſte of wy cloaths ? |. 7 
A fair new cloak, ſtew that; an excellent gil rape 


Au. 

Win you est ha, ir? e 

1 Id f. ſt i good f Hrn ſe 

could feaſt ten ellows with tho 8 
Matheo 


The weer 
3 Orlande, 


I ſhall not (till thou beggeſt) think thou art poor; 
And when thou beggeſt, I'll feed thee at my door, 
As I feed dogs (with denen till then beg, 
Borrow, pawn, ſteal, and hang, turn bawd. 
When th/art no whore, my heart-ſtrings fure - 
Would crack, were they ſtrained more. | [Exi. 
* Matheo, + 
This is your father, your damn ( —conſuſion light upon ll 
the generation of vou! he can come bragging hither with fcur 


white herrings (at's tail) in blue coats without rocs in their 


bellies, but I may Raves may 2 me ſo much as a cob . 
| What tell you we of this?  — APY 
Matheo. 


Go trot after your dad, do you capitulats, III pawn not for 
you, I'll not ſteal to be hanged for ſuch an hypocritical cloſe 
common harlot: away, you dog—Brave 82 8 Udstoot| 


give me ſome meat. 
Ballfront. 0 | 
Yes, fir. " [Exit 
39 a cob.] A herring is called 4 cob. See Naſh's Lenten Stuff, This 


is, however, a quibble here, tor I FRO a cob in Ireland ſignifies a coin, 
or piece f 1 ROS: 


Matheo. 


nm yxr-Þp pM j%Y 


LAY eels & Ads.” oo. tit. RSS 
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Goodman flave, my man too is gallop'd to the devil a the 
vother fide : Pacheco, Pil checo you. Is this your dad's day? 


England (they-ſay) is the only hell for horſes, and only Paradiſe 


for women: pray get you to that Paradiſe, becauſe y are called 


an Honęſt Whore ; there they live none but honeſt whores with = 


a pox: marry, here in our city, all our ſex are but foot-cloth - - 
nags : the maſter no ſooner lights, but the man leaps into tho 
e an 
8 | ; Bellafront. ; 
Will you fit down T pray, fir? de 583 of 
, e | N 


I could tear (by*th? Lord 1) his fleſh, and eat his midriff in 
alt, as I eat this :—muſt I choak—my father Friſcobaldo, I 
ſhall make a pitiful hog-louſe of you Orlando, if you fall once 
imo my fingers—Here's the ſavoreſt meat: I have got a 
ſtomach with chafing. What rogue ſhould tell him of thoſe 


wo pedlers? A plague choak him, and gnaw him to the bare 


bones! come fill. 
|  Bellafront 


Thou ſweateſt with very anger, good ſweet, vex not, las, 


tis no fault of mine. 


. Matheo. | "ay Ks nd 7 cp * 1 
Where didſt buy this mutton ? I never felt better ribs, 
Bellafront. . | 


A neighbour ſent it me, 


Matbeo. 


Hah, neighbour ? foh, my mouth ſtinks, you whore, do you "LF 


beg victuals for me? Is this ſattin doublet to be 3* bome 
bal 


ed with broken meat? - [I [Takes uþ the fool, 
31 tombafted] i. e. ftuifed out. 80, in Gaſcoigne's Fable of Feronimiy 
p. 232 1 Boy : | 
© Thy bodies bolſtred out "2 
© With bumbaſt and with bagges, : 


„Thy roales, thy ruffes, thy caules, thy coifes, 
« Thy jerkins, and thy jagges.” 
To bombaſt was in general to ſtuff with cotton. See Mr. Steevens's 
Note on the Firſt Part of Henry IV. A. 2. 8. 4. 
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| Mien you ds, Gr? 
| Bone out the brains of a —_— . 


Beat out an_af's * gn rene 

FCP 
eap with ald iron. | — ——— 
ſeven years fort: Does ſhe look like a roaſted rabbit, that you 


muſt have the head for the brains? 
Ha, ha: dk Ars e four marks 


Orlandb. 
Four marks ? no, fr, oeh pounds that you bar ak 
fly high, and I am gone. 


Matra, 

Muſt I be fed with chippings ? y'are beſt get a * clap. 
dim, and fay y'are proctor to ſome Sp 1 Where haſt 
thou been, aches? come 3 my little turky-· cock. 

1e abide, $r, 4 ce « woman wrong, a0. 

Sirrah, here was my father-in-law to-day. 

Orlando, 


Piſh, then y'are full of crowns, 


* c ] © The beggars, two or three centuries ago, uſed to pro- 
« claim their want by a wooden diſh with a moveable cover, which they 
44 clacked * Bows that the veſſol 2 * empty. See Mr. Steevens's Nate 


. 


in noe rd's . » 1593, p. 1 
1 22 1 ry wont, 8 wear, 
1 of beads, about my necke was wound, 

nnen cloth was lapt about my heare, 

2 — ragged gowne, that trajled on the ground, 

« 4 diſh that clapts „and gave a heavy ſound, 

A —— e, and wallet therewithall, 

« I bear about, as witneſſe of my fall.” 


Every Man in bis Humour, A. 2. S.1: „ an he think to be reliev'd 
pounds, the counters, he has 


et by me, when he is got into one o your ci 
e — bis diſh at the wrong 


7 man's Goor.” : Matheo 


TEE HONEST WHORE ay 
Mathes. 
he would have thruſt 
ben but I ſcorn = * 


But mine: how did he brook that (fir 7). Kt! (4 
Matheo. 


Oh: ſwore like a dozen of drunken tinkers; wing 4 
foul in words, e upon me, f 


In your houſe ? wo une 

I made no more but fell to my old lock, and ſo thraſhed 
my blue coats, and old crabtree-face my father-in-law, and 
then wake the 6 Bon in wy 90m 


Oh, noble maſter ! 


Mzthees. 
Sirrah, he could tell me of the robbipg the two pedlers, and 
that warrants are out for us both, 


Orlando. 
Good fir, I like not thoſe crackers, 
Matheo. 


Crackhalter, wo't {et thy foot to mine ? 
Orlando. 
How, fir? at drinking. 


We'll pull that old crow my father: rob th a maſter 
know the houſe, thou the CEO 33 the purchaſe is rich, the 


plot to get it eaſy, the dog n let Dong, 
| Puck tor of hs bet then Pll fnarl for one, if this cag 


1] the purchaſe is rich, ] Purchaſe was antiently a cant word for ſtolen 
goods, As, in Bartholomew Fair, A. 2. S. 4: All the purſes and pur- 
: rk I give you to-day by conyeyangey bring hither to Urs'la's pre- 

tly. 

The Alchemiſt, A. 4. 8. 7: 

1 the mean time, 


Do von two pack vp all the goods, and purchaſe 


1 pet * No 1” the two chat poſe 

o Mr s Note o nee ; and Mr. Steevens's 
Note on the Firſt Part of Henry IV. A. * 
Matbeo. 
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8 r fs 
day no more, ſay no more, old cole, meet me 200k at the 
fign of the Shipwreck, . 


Orlando. 
Tes, 1 fir.. 
| Matheo. a AE ac RN "IS 
And doſt hear, man the Shipwreck. _ (Exit, 
Orlando. 4 


Tb'art at the Shipwreck now, and like a ſw immer 
Bold (but unexpert) with thoſe waves doſt play, Zi 
Whoſe dalliance (whoxelike) is to caſt thee ax. 


Ester Hipolito and an % ft 


And here's another veſſel (better fraught, _. 

But as ill-mann'd), her finking will be gt, 

If reſcue come not: like a man of-war 

Pt therefore bravely out: ſ6mewhat I'll do, 1 

And either ſave them both, or periſh too, [Exit, 
Hije'i 10, I | 


It is my fate to be bewitched by thoſe eyes 


Bellaſront. 

Fate ? your folly. 
Why ſhould my face thus mad you? las, thoſe colours 
Are wound up long ago, which beauty ſpread ; 
The flowers that once grew here, are withered, 
You turn'd my black foul white, made it look new, 
And Thould I fin, it ne'er ſhould be with you. 
W. 

Your hand, I'll offer you 7 when fir 
We met 1th" liſts together, you remember 
' You were a common rebel; with one parley 
I'won e dere in. |. 


Bellafront, | 

-- You did. an 1 
van wn . 
TI ey e 


If now I can beat down this chaſtity - - - - 

With the ſame ordnance; will you yield this fort,” 
If with the power of argument now (as then) - 
I get of you the conqueſt: as before 


I turn'd 
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Ind ou honeſt, now to turn you whore, 
By foros of ſtrong perſuaſion ? 
f Bellafront, 


If you can, 75 f AE tint 
1151 | ; 
7 . Hipolito. 
The alarm's ſtruck up: I'm your man. n 
Bellafront. 
A woman gives defiance. | 
Hipolito. . A 2 
Sit. . 1746 
| | Bellafronts 
Begin : Ry 
'Tis a brave battle to encounter ſin. 
Hipolito. 


You men that are to fight in the ſame war, 
To which I'm preſt, and plead at the ſame bar, 
To win a woman; if you wo'd have me ſpeed, 


Send all your wiſhes, 


Bollaſront. 

No doubt y are heard, proceed. 

Hipolito. 

To be a harlet, that you ſtand upon, 
The very name's a charm to make you one. 
Harlot was a dame of ſo divine " : 
And raviſhing touch, that ſhe was 34 concubine | 
To an Engliſh king : her ſweet bewitching eye 
Did the king's heart-ſtrings in ſuch love-knots tie, 

That even the coyeſt was proud when ſhe could hear 

Men ſay, Behold ; another harlot there ; 

And — her all women that were fair $ ; 
Were harlots call'd, as to this day ſome are: 

Beſides her dalliance, ſhe ſo well does mix, 

That ſhe's in Latin call'd the Mrretriæ. 


a 
34 wn conrubine = 24. $4 
To an Engliſh king:) Ar lama (from whence the word harle is fanci. 
fully derived) was not the concubine of an Engliſh monarch, but miſtreſs 
to Robert, one of the dukes of Normandy, and father to William the 
Conqueror, 8. a2 $4 : 


Thus 
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Thus for the name; for che profeſſion, _.... 
Who lives in bondage, lives lac d; the chief bliſs 
'This world below can yield, is Hberty: . 
And who (than whotes) with looſer wings dare fly? 
As Juno's proud bird ſpreads the faireſt tail, 
So does a ſtrumpet hoiſt the loftieſt ſail. 5 
She's no man's {lave (men are her flaves) ; her ey 
Moves not on wheels ſcrew'd up with jealouſy. 
She (horſt, or coacht) does merry journies make; 
Free as the ſun in his gilt Zodiak : 
As bravely does ſhe ſhine, as faſt ſhe's driven, 

But ſtays not long in any hbule of heaven: 
ut ſhifts from fign to ſign her amorous prizes, 

rich being when ſhe's down, tha when ſhe riſes; 


In brief, gentlemen haunt them, ſoldiers fight for them, 


Few men but knoiy theiii, few or none abhor them: 
Thus (for ſport fake) ſpeak I, as to # woman, 
Whom (as the worſt ground) I would turn to cortirion :; 
But you I would encloſe for wine own bed; 
8. Bellafront. 
So ſhould a huſband be diſhotiourtd; 
| Fligolito. 
Diſhonoured! not a whit? to fall to one 
1 your huſband) 18 to fall to note, 
or one nio number 1s, F . 
Bellafront. 


Faith ! ſhould you take n By 
One in your bed, would you that reckoning malie? 
Tis time you tddnd retiea . 

Hipolito, 


Say, have I won, 

Is the day ours ? i 
Bellafront, 

The battle's but half done, 
None but yourſelf have yet ſounded alarms, 
Let us ſtrike too, elſe you diſhonour arms, 

5 

If yos can win the day, 
The glory's yours. | 


Bellafr ont, 


a> 
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nen 
To prove 4 woman ſhould not be u whore, 
When ſhe was madez the had'one man, and ub more, 
et ſhe was tied to laws then; for (even then 
Tis ſaid, ſhe was not mude for men, but man. 
Anon, t increaſe earth's brood; the l was 
Men ſhould take many wives: and tho they matried 
According to that act, yet tis not known, | 
But that thoſe wives were only tied to one. 
New parliaments were ſince: for now one woman 
Is ſhared between three hundred, nay ſhe's common ;. 
Common as ſpotted leopards, whom for ſport 
Men hunt, to get the fleſh, hut care not 
So ſpread they nete of gold, and tune their calls; 
To 1achant filly women to take falls: ing 
Swearing they are angels (uch thiat t win 
They'll os the devil to come with falſe New do. a 
Oh Sirens ſubtle:tunes! yourſelves you flatter, 
And our 7 ne — I Water; 
It ſerves to wall t ut (being once foul) 
The water down is pout᷑ d, caſt out of ; ny 
And even of ſuck-haſe uſe do men make whores; 
A harlot (like a hen) more ſweetnefs 
To pick men one by one up, than in heaps: 
Yer all feeds but confounding; Say you ſhould tafte me; 
I ſerve but for the time, and hen the day | 
Of war is done; am caſheer d out of pay: 
If like lame ſoldiers I could beg, that's all, 
And there's luſt's rendezvous, an hoſpital. 
Who then would be a man's flave; a man's woman? 
She's halt-ſtarv'd the firſt day that feeds in common. 
__ Hipolito, 
You ſhould not feed fo, but with me alone. 
If T drink poiſon by ſtealth, is't not all one? 
It not rank poi ſon ain with you alone 
Nay, ſay you ſpy id a courtezan, whoſe ſoft ſide 
To touch, you'd ſell your birth- right for one kits; 
Be rack'd; ſhe's won, y'are ſated: what follows ts? 
Oh, then you curſe that bawd that told you in, 
(The night) you curſe your luſt, you loath the ſin, 


| 1 
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You loath her very fight, and ere the 1 


Ariſe, you riſe glad when y are ſtol'n away. 


Even then when you are drunk with all her deu, 


There's no true pleaſure in a ſtrumpets ſheew. 
Women, whom luſt ſo proſtitutes N 


Like dancezs upon ropes, overſeen are ll, 


If all the threads of barlots lives are ſpun  — 
So coarſe as you would. erm tell me why! | 


Lou fo long loved the trade? og: + 


Of harlots' lives be fine as you would make. them, 


If all the threads 


do not you perſuade your wife turn . 
ane 0 Galt before thay Gn ? 
Like an ill huſband (tho? I knew the fame 
To be my undoing) followed I that game. 
Oh when the work of luſt had earn' — 
To taſte it, how I trembled, leſt each bit, 
Ere it went down, ſhould choak me (chewing. it = 
bed ſeem d like a cabin hung in hell, 
bawd hell's porter, and the liqouriſh wine 
The pander fetch d, was like an eaſy fine, x 
For which, methought I leas:d away wy ſoul, 
And oftentimes (even in my quaffing bowl) 
Thus faid I to myſelf, I am a whore, 
And have drunk down thus much confuſion more. 
Hipolito. 

It is a common rule, and tis moſt true,. 
Two of one trade never love: no more do you. 
Why are you tarp, gainſt — once profeſt? 


Why doat you on that, which you 0 did once deteſt? 


1 l. (ſeeing ſhe's woven of duch bad ſtuff) 


Set colours on a harlot baſe enough. 

Nothing did make me, when I loved them beſt, 
To loath them more than this: when in the freer 
A fair young modeſt damſel I did meet, 

She ſeem d to all a dove (when I paſs'd by), | 


Aud 1 (o all) a raven: every eye 


4 
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'That followed her, went with a baſhful glance | Ky. 
At me, each bold and jeering countenance n 
Darted forth ſcorn: to her (as if ſhe had been 
Some tower un vanq uiſhed) would they vail, „ 6 
Gainſt me ſwoln rumour hoiſted every fail. 
She (crown'd with reverend praiſes) paſſed by them, 
I (tho' with face maſkt) could nor ſcape the hem, 
For (as if heaven had ſet ſtrange marks on whores, 
Becauſe they ſhould be pointing ſtocks to man) - 
Dreſt up in civileſt ſhape, a curtizan | 
Let her walk faint-like, noteleſs, and unknown, 
Yet ſhe'y betray d by ſome trick of her own. 
Were harlots therefore wiſe, they'd be ſold dear: 
For men account them good but tor one year; 
And then like Almanacks (whoſe dates are gone) 
They are thrown by, and no more lookt upon. 
Who'll therefore backward fall, who will lanch forth 
In ſeas ſo foul, for ventures no more worth? 
Luſt's voyage hath (if not this courſe) this croſs, 
Buy ne'er ſo cheap, your ware comes home with loſs, 
What, ſhall I ſound retreat? the battle's done: 
Let the world judge which of us two have won, 

- Hipolito, 


I! 
: Bellafront. 
You? nay, then, as cowards do in fight, 
hat by blows cannot, ſhall be ſaved by flight. [Exit. 
: Hipolito. ö od 


Fly to earth's fixed center : to the caves 
Of everlaſting hortor, Dll purſue thee, | 
(Tho' loaden with fins) even to hell's brazen doors. 


Thus wiſeſt men turn fools, doting on whores, [Exit. 
Enter the Duke, Lodovico, and Orlando: after them Infielice, 
Carolo, Aſtol fo, Betaldo, Fontinell, | 
Orlando, 


I beſeech your grace, tho? your eye be ſo piercing as under 
a poor blue coat to cull out an honeſt father from an old 
ſerving-man ; yet, good my lord, diſcover not the plot to any, 
but 7; Gro gentleman that is no to be an actor in our en- 
ſuing medy, 1 | 

Vol. III. F f Due. 
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Dale. 
Thou haſt thy wiſh, Orlando, paſs and 


 *Sforſa ſhall only go along with thee, 


To ſee that warrant ſerved u 5 tby ſon. 
ico, ; 


To tach him upon or for 2 Pedlars : ist not ſo? 


Right, my noble knight : thoſe pedlars were two ia of 
mine; he fleeced the men before, and now he purpoſes to flea 
the maſter. He will rob me, his teeth water to be nibbling at 
my gold, bur this ſhall hang him by th* gills, till I pull him on 


ſhore, 
b Dae. 
Aw l ou the uſineſs. f 
ay : pl y 3 
Thanks to your grace: but, my 1 lord, for my daugh- 
ter. 
| ; Duke. . 
You know what I have ſaid. 
Onlando. 


And remember what I have ſworn : ſhe's 1 more honeſt, on 
my ſoul, than one of the Turk's wenches, watcht by a hundred 


einuchs, 
; Leet 
So ſhe had need, 1 the Turks make them whores. 
. .. Orlando. 


He's a Turk that makes any woman a whore, he's | no true 


"Chriſtian I'm ſure. I commit your grace. 


Duke. 
Infzlice. "4 
felice. 

Here, ſir. | 

Lodovice, 
Signior Fnſcobaldo, © 

Orlando. 
Friſking again? Pacheco. 

L odowvico. 


Uds ſo, Pacheco ? we'll have ſome ſport with this warrant: 
tis to apprehend all ſuſpected perſons in the houſe : beſides, 
there's one Bots a pander, and one Madam Horſeleach Shen 


c F< . a 
WES, . * 
N J * e 
| "T6, 
* 1 * 


reren 
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that have abuſed my friend, thoſe two conies will we ferret 
into the purſenet 3*, 

Orlando, - - 


Let me alone for dabbing them o'th* neck: come, come. F 


Wes, >" 
Do ye hear, gallants ? — me anon at Matheo's. 
38) * ; Me,. | ; 
Enough. LINE Lodovico and Orlando 
e. | 


Th' old fellow ſings that note thou didſt before, 
Only his tunes are, that ſhe is no whore, 
But that ſhe ſent his letters and his gifts, 
Out of a noble triumph o'er his luſt, 
To ſhew ſhe trampled his aſſaults in duſt, 
Tyfelice. 2 


Tis a good honeſt ſervant, that old man. 
Duke. 
I doubt no leſs, 
alia. 


And it may be my huſband, 
Becauſe when once this woman was unmaſkt, 
He level'd all her thoughts, and made them fit ; 
Now he'd mar all again, to try his wit. 


— — — U ˙¹—.́mʃ⅛ʃ!—?¼ i. . I ro er rr — —— 
. 
— 


vi 


| e. 
It may be ſo too, for to turn a harlot 
Honeſt, it muſt be by ſtrong antidotes, 
Tis rare, as to ſee panthers change their ſpots. 
And when ſhe's once a ſtar (fixed) and ſhines bright, 
Tho *rwere impiety then to dim her light, 
Becauſe we ſee ſuch tapers ſeldom burn ; 
Yet 'tis the pride and glory of ſome men, 988 
To change her to a blazing ſtar again, 
And it may be, Hipolito does no more. | 
It cannot be, but y'are acquainted all 1 
With that ſame madneſs ot bur ſon-in-law, 
That dotes fo on a curtizan. \ 


4 * pur ſenet.] © A net of which the mouth is drawn together by a 
ng. 


« Conies are taken by purſenets in their burrows.” Mortimer. 
| Johnſon's Dictionary. 
Ffz . Omness 


* * k pe 
: * 
V 
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Omnes, 
: Ves, my lord. 


6 Carolb, 
All the city thinks he's a whoremonger. 
Vet 1 warrant, he'll fear, no man marks him; 


"Tis like ſo, for when a man goes a wenching, is as if he 
had a ſtrong ſtinking breath, every one ſmells him out, yet I 
he feels it not, though it be ranker then the ſweat of fixteen 
: Due. ( 
3 I doubt then you have all thoſe ſtinking breaths, 


You might be all ſmelt out. 
. Carols. ; | 
Troth, my lord, I think we are all as you have been in 
your youth when you went a maying, we all love to hear the 
cuckoo ſing upon other men's trees. AP 
Duke, | 
It's well yet you confeſs: but, girl, thy bed 
Shall not be parted with a curtizan—'tis ſtrange, 
No frown of mine, no frown. of the poor lady, 
(My abuſed child, his wife) no care of fame, 
Of honour, heaven or hell, no not that name 
Of common ſtrumpet, can affright, or woo | 
Him. to abandon ber; the harlot does undo him, 
She has bewitched him, robb'd him of-his ſhape, 
Turn'd him into a beaſt, his reaſons loſt ; 
Lou ſee he looks wild, does he not? 
| Carolo. 
I have noted new moons 
In's face, my lord; all full of change. 
—, Dike, TE 
He's no more like unto Hipolito, 
Than dead men are to living— never fleeps, 
Or if he do, it's dreams; aud in thoſe dreams 
His arms work, —and then cries - ſweet 
„What's her name, what's the drab's name? 
Aſtolfo, ; 
In troth, my lord, I know not, 
I know no drabs, not I, | 


Duke: 
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Oh, Bellafront ! | 
And catching her faſt, * Bellafront. 


A drench that's able to Ki « horſe cannot kill this dtbäſe 
of ſmock-ſmelling, my lord, if it have once eaten deep. 


PIl try all phyſick, and this med'cine firſt : 
] have ed warrants ſtrong and peremptory 
(To purge our city Millan, and to cure the outward 
Parts, the ſuburbs) for the attaching 
Of all thoſe women, who (like gold) want weight, 
Cities (like ſhips) ſhould 3 idle freight. 


No, my lord, and light wenches are no idle freight, 
But what's your grace's reach in this? 
Duke. 
This, Carolo, If ſhe whom my ſon doats on, 
Be in that maſter-book enrol'd, he'll ſhame 
Ever Yapproach one of ſuch noted name. 


| Carolo. 
But ſay ſhe be not? 
5 Duke, | a 
Vet on harlot's heads 
New laws ſhall fall ſo heavy, and ſuch blows ſhall 
Give to thoſe that haunt them, that Hipolito 
(If not for fear of law) for love to her, 
If he love truly, ſhall her bed forbear. 


a Carolo 
Attach all the light heels 


ch* city, and elap em up. Why, 
my lord, you dive into a well unſearchable: all the whores 
within the walls, and without the walls, I would not be he 
ſhould meddle with them for- ten ſuch dukedoms ; the arm 
that you ſpeak on is able ta fill all the priſons within this 
city, and to * room in any tavern beſides. 
i uke. 
Thoſe only ſhall be caught that are of note, 

Harlots in each ſtreet flow: 
The fiſh being thus 7th? net, ourſelf will fit, 
And with eye moſt ſevere diſpoſe of it.—Come, girl. 

[ Exeunt Duke and Infælice. 
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_ . 1 Carolo. y 
' Arp r whore. 3 | 
gn poor "Mole | | 

Vil not miſs that ſeſſions. 

Nor I. 

J Beralds, 

Nor . | 

Tho' I hold up my hand there myſelf. | © [Exemnt, 
Enter Matheo, Orlando, and Lodovico, 
Matheo, ' 


Let who will come (my noble 8 1 * 10 play 
the kind hoſt, and bid em welcome. 
Lodowico. 
We'll. evade your houſe (Matheo) but as Durchmen do in 
taverns, drink, be merry, and be gone. 


Orlando. 
Indeed, if you be right Dutchmen, if you fall to Sinking, 
you muſt be gone. 
Matheo. N 


The worſt is, my wife is not at home ; but we'll flie high 
(my generous knight) for all thats there's no muſick when a 


woman is in the concert. 
Orlands. 


No, for ſhe's 35 like a pair of virginals, 
Always with jacks at her tail. 
Enter Aſtolfo, Carolo, Beraldo, Fontinell. 
| Lodovice, 
See, the covey is ſprung. 
ES, 


Save you gallant 


— like a pair of virginals, 
; ” ns with jacks at her tail.] So, in Ram Alley, or Merry Tricks, 
1611: 
« Where be theſe raſcals, that ſkip up and down 
“Like virginal jacks?” 
Again, Bacon: © In a virginal as ſoon as ever the jack falleth, and 
te toucheth the ſtring, the ſound ceaſeth.“ 8. 5 
See Note 74 to the Firſt Part oſ this Play, p. 359. 


Matheo, 
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Happily encountered, ſweet bloods, 
- co. 4 


Gentlemen, you all know Signior Candido, the linen · dra- 
per, he that's more patient than a brown baker, upon the day 
when he heats his oven, and has forty ſcolds about him. 

nes. | 

Yes, we know him all, what of him? 

þ CE Lodovico. W . 

Wo'd it not be a good fit of mirth, to make a piece of Eng- 
liſh cloth of him, and to 3? ſtretch him on the tenters, till 
the threads of his own natural humour erack, by making 
him 3* drink healths, tobacco, dance, fing bawdy ſongs, or 
to run any bias according as we think good to caſt him ? 

| Carols. | | 
'Twere a morris-dance worth the ſeeing. 


Aſtolfo. | 
But the old fox 1 we ſhall hardly hunt out of 
his den. | 
' | Matheo. | 
To that train I have given fire already; and the hook to 
draw him hither, is to ſee certain pieces of lawn, which I told 
— have to ſell, and indeed have ſuch: fetch them down, 


| 


37 ſretch him on the tenterg] i. e. the tenter hooks, on which cloth after 
dying is hung to dry. The quarto reads zainters.. 8. 
38 drink healths, tobacco, &c.] To drink tobacco was a common 
phraſe for ſmoaking it. | : 
The Miſeries of enforced Marriage, A. 1. vol. V. © I tell thee Wentloe, 
« TT not live on this fide of the world, feed well, drink tobacco, *. 
ain, A. 3: | 
“Do: A we'll ſtay here and drink tobacco. 
Again, in the Interlude of Hine, Beer, Ale, and Tobacco, contending for 
iority. 2 
« Tobacco ſays, © — what do ye ſtand at gaze ? 
« Tobacco is a drint too. 


* 


% Beer. A drink? | 
Tobacco. Wine, you, and I, come both out of a pipe.“ 

The Country Captaine, by the Duke of Newcaſtle, 1649, p. 222 1 
* doe not thinke but thou wilt leave thy law, and exerciſe thy taking 
in compaſſing ſome treatiſes againſt lange hayre and drinkinge that 
* moſt ynchriſtian weede yclept tobacco.“ | 


t f 4 Orlando. | 


% 


* * 
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Orlando. | 
Yes, fir, Pm your water-ſpaniel, and will fetch any thin 
but I'll ferch one diſh of meat anon, ſhall turn wen Rare 
and that's a conſtable. | 


Euer Bots, aſberiag Mifireſs Horſeleach, 


| | Ones. 
How now? how now? 


OS Carols, 
What 3? gally-foiſt is this? 


Peace, two diſhes of 4? ſtew'd prunes, a bawd, and a pander. 
My worthy lieutenant Bots; why, now I ſee th'art a man of 
thy word, welcome ; welcome miltre( Honſeleach; pray, gen- 
tlemen, ſalute this reverend matron. 
Horſeleach. 
Thanks to all your worſhips. 
PTE OVICA, | ; 
I bade a drawer ſend in wine too: did none come along 
with thee (Grannam) but the lieutenant? 
2 oa  Heorſeleach, 
None came along with ** Bots, if it like your worſhip, 
| , 5. | 
Who the pox ſhould cbme along with you but Bots? 


Enter two Vintners, 


Omnes. 
Oh brave ! march fair, 
; Lodovico, . 
Are you come ? that's well. 
Matheo. 
Here's ordnance able to ſack a city. 
Lodavico., 
Come, repeat, read this inventory. 


39 oally-foiſt] See Note 8 to The Parſon's Wedding, vol. XI. p. 330. 
40 fleau d prunet] See Notes of Mr. Stecvens and Dr. Farmer to the 
Firſt Part of Henry IV. A. 3. S. 3 | 
41 Here's or duance able to ſack a city.] So Falſtaff, on the ſame occaſion 
in the Firſt Part of Henry IV. ſays, © there's that will jack a city.” 8. 
1 Fintner. 
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th Oy” ” ne, pottle (42 Peter fa 
Tmpri. is, a | wine, a or ** 

meene, a pottle of Charnico, and a pottle of Ziattica, | _ | 


Vare paid? | | on, * 
2 8 | 2 
Yes, fir, | [ Exeunt V Tutaers, 
Miatheo. | | «+ 
So ſhall ſome of us be anon, I fear, 


Bots, 

Here's a hot day towards: but, zounds ! this is the fe out 
of which a ſoldier ſucks ſweetneſs; when this antllery goo off 
roundly, ſome muſt drop to the ground, cannon, demy-can- 
non, ſaker, and baſiliſk. | 


; 25 wic. 


Bots, 
So, ſo: muſt I venture firft upon the breach? to you all, 
gallants: Bots ſets upon you all. n 


— — 
— — — : \ * 
2” — —_ {CO — — —ͤ—ñ—m— — — — ꝗſ＋—GiFUGUUU—U OW — m 


Give fire, lieutenant. 


— - 


| 


$ 
Its hard (Bots) if we pepper not you, as well as you 
pepper us. 


| 42 Peter ſa meene—Charnico] Theſe wines are mentioned likewiſe in 
The Fair Maid of the Me, 1615. Aragooſa, or Peter ſee me, or Charnics. 8. 

They appear to have been Spaniſh wines, being enumerated in the fol- 
lowing manner in Pbilecotbonzſla, 1635, p. 48. From the Spaniard all 
« kinds of Sacks, as Malligo, Charnio, Sherry, Canary, Leatica, Palervo, 
« Frontiniack, Peeter ſee mee, Vino deriba davia, Vino dita Frontina, Vino 
o blanco, Moſcatell perarfivina callis, Callongallo, paracomer, &c. 

The Diſcovery of a London Monſter, called The Black Dog of Newgave, 
1612, Sign. A3: © I found ngliſh, Scottiſh, Welch, Irifh, Dutch, 
« and French, in ſeverall roomes, ſome drinking the neate wine of Or- 
« leance, ſome the Gaſcony, ſome the Burdeaux, there wanted neither 
« Sherry ſack, nor Charnoco, Maligo, nor Peter Seemine, Amber colour'd 
Candy, nor liquoriſh Ipocras, brown Baſtard, fat Aligant, nor any 
ge 8 ſpirited liquor that might draw their wits into a circle to ſee the 
« Devill by immagination.“ 

Dr. Warburton ſays, as eharneca is, in Spaniſh, the name of turpentine- 
tree, he imagines the growth of Charxico was in ſome diftrit abounding 
— that tree; or that it had its name from a certain flavour reſem- 

ing it, 

See Notes by Dr. Warburton, Mr. Hawkins, Mr. Steevens, and Dr. 
Percy, on the Second Part of Haury IV. A. 2. . 3. | 


Enter 
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— ome wine . 


Vate welcome, Signior. 


I // Candide. 
8 Theſe lawns, fir? 
2 5 85 22 
ently, my man is gone for them: we have ri a 
fleet, you — in a. gy 
an 


| + A dangerous voyage, ſailin [oY PSs. 


There's no caſting iis; yet. 
Lodowvico, 
© Becauſe you are an old lady, I will have you 8 acquainted 
with this grave citizen, pray beſtow your lips upon bim, and 
bid him welcome. N of 3 i 
Horſelrach. 


Any citizen ſhall be moſt welcome to me:—1 * uſed to 
buy ware at your ſhop. | ; 
Candido. 


It may be ſo, madam. 

g good Horſeleach. 

Your prentices know my dealings well ; I truſt your good 
wife be in good caſe : if it pleaſe you, bear her a token from 
* lips, by word of mouth. 

Candido. | | 

1 pray no more forſooth, tis very well, indeed I love no 
ſweet meats ;—ſhe'as a . * worſe than fifty polecats. 


Sir, a ward, is ſhe a lady? 
co. 


A woman of a gocd hovſe, and an ancient, ſhe's a bawd, 
Candide, 


A bawd? Sir, I'll ſteal hence, and ſee your lawns ſome 
other time, 
Matheo. 


Steal out of ſuch company? Pacheco, my man is but gone 
for em: lieutenant Bots, drink to this * old fellow, and 


teach him to fly high. 
Onnts. 


Gs 
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rr 


and make him do his knees. 
Swagger: it on \ 
Candido. 


How, Bots ? now bleſs me, what do I with Bots ? no wine 
in ſooth, amen | 1 
91. 


Gray- beard, goats-pi pizzle; tis a health, 22 
t 


guts, or this, I will ng a bamby ſong, fir 
your verjuice face is melancholy, to make liquor go 
glib : will you fall on your marrow-bones, and f Bi this 
health, tis to my miſtreſs, a whore ? 
"Candids. 
Bale s ratsbane upon ratsbane: maſter Bots, I pray, fir, 


pardon me: you are a ſoldier, preſs me not to this ſervice, I 
am old, and ſhoot not in ſuch pot- guns. 


* : - Bots. 
Ca I teac ou. 
" 7 Candido. 


To drink healths, is to drink ſickneſs: 9 pray 


reſcue me. 
Bots. 
Zounds ! who dare? 
Omnes. 


We ſhall have ſtabbing then ? 
\ Candid. 
1 have reckonings to caſt up, Do maſter Bots. 
016. 
This will make you caſt em up better. 
Lodovico, © 


ico, 


Why does your hand ſhake o ? 


The pally, Signiors, W in my blood. p SSC 
Ofs. . 
Pipe with a pox, fir, N I'll make your a 
do. 
Hold, hold, good maſter Bots, I drink. 
Ones, | 
To whom ? 
Candido. 


To the old counteſs there. 


” _— — — 
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To me, old 
"Wh wick Gio he pion rn own 


Tho I can ſcarce get | 
Dar La whore) d r will yever more 


oo 


ODIN that never drank wine: once 


Haſt been at gallows t 


Orlando. 

Yes, fir, for I make actount to ſuffer . 
Mitheo. © 

Look, Signior : here's 8 


Ye : * N ? 
Eh... 7 WORN" eng 
Thus. 


. RE I 
No: too dear: thus, 


No: O fie, you muſt PE rar hi jgher: yet yet take them home, triſſes 
mall not make us wo pan we'll agree, you ſhall haye them, and 
a pennyworth, Ill fetch money 8 ſhop. 


Be it fo, good Signior, „ 


theo. 


Going? a bowl of wine for Si, nior Candido. 
W 


Tu rather ſtay, than go ſv: ſtop your bowl. 
Enter Conflable and Billmen, 
Lodovice. 


How now ? 
Bots. © 
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Bots, | 
43 I; Shrove-Tueſday, that theſe ghaſts walk? 
Mathes. 
What's your buſineſs, fir ? | 
. 8 Conflable. &. | 1 
From the Duke : you are the man we look for, Signior g L 
have watrant here from the Duke, to apprehend you upon 
felony for robbing two pedlars: I charge you i'th* Duke name 
£0 quickly. : 124 
Nat ben. 8 


Is the wind turn'd ? well: this is that old wolf, my ſathet- 
in- law: ſeek out your miſtreſs, ſirrah. 


Orlando. 
Ves, ſir : as ſhafts by piecing ate made ſtrong, 
So ſhall thy lite be 22 wrong. [Exits 


In troth we are ſorry. 


Matheo. 
Brave men muſt be croſt,; piſh, it's but fortune dice roving 


againſt me: come, fir, pray uſe me like a gentleman, let me 
= be carried through the a pageant. | 

175 * 
If theſe gentlemen * go along with them, 


© Be't ſo: me. Cont 
What are you, fir? | 
Bats. 


I, fir ? ſometimes a figure, ſometimes a cypher, as the ſtats 
has occaſion to caſt up her accounts: Im a ſoldier. 


Your name is Bots, is't not? 
| Bots. 
Bots is my name; Bots is known to this companys. 
774 * 


I know, yeu. are, ſir: what's ſhe? - | 
43 Io Shrove-Tueſday; that theſe ghoſts walk?] From this paſſage, I 


apprehend, it was formerly a cuſtom for the peace-officers to make ſearch 
aſter women of ill fame · on that day, and to confine them during the 


' 


ſeaſon of Lent. So Senſudlity ſays, in Micrecoſmus, A. 5. vol IX. 


But now welcome a cart, or a Sbrove-Tueſday's tragedy.” | 


Bots. 


— — — ——— — — x ̃¶ .P̃ 
_ — — 1 2 
— — — — —— — —— We — — = 


— 3 


Pray 40.” 
Who, Signior Candido ? a citizen of your degree 
Conſorted thus, and rerelling in 8 


. theſe lawns are ſtol'n. 


Take them both along. 
Me, be >! © 
And, fir, 
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+ Hp . ij a | | 
| Conſtable. 

If he ſwagger, raiſe the ſtreet. wy 
Bots. 

— INTO $66 og we? 


You will anſwer this. 


Conftable, 


| I OSU.” Boaz are we even ith you? 


[Exeunt, 


Better than a challenge; > T have warrant for my work, ſir. 
Lodovice. 


Well go. before, 


Why, fir ? what houſe I pray? 


Cantal. 


Conftable. 


Candide. 
Is ſo? thanks, fir : I'm gone. 
Conftable, 


Candido, 
Lawns which I hought, fir, of the gentleman that keeps the 


And I have warrant here, to ſearch for ſuch ſtol'n ware: 


Lewd, and defamed. 


What have you there? 


| houſe. 


Indeed ! 


Candide, 


[ Exeunt, 


Conf, ables 
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Conſtable, 
So: he's the thief, you the receiver: Tm lay for this 
chance, I muſt commit you. 


Me, fir, for what ? | mo 13 
ed on found 8 uſt anſwer” 

Theſe are found upon you, m . 
Pandido. 72 


Muſt I ſo? 


| Conſtable, 

Moſt certain. 00 

12 | Candid. 
PII for bail. 

Conſtable. 


I dare not: yet _—— are a citizen of worth, you ſhall 
not be made a pointing ſtock, but . 3 


with myſelf. 
Candido. 
To Bridewell too ? 
| Conflable. 
No nn. | 
Candide. 


Yes, patience : lag not mad, they had me once to Bedlam, 
Now I'm drawn to Bridewell, loving no ) whores. i: 


You will buy lawn?— | | [ Exeunts 


Enter at one door Hipolito; at another, Lodovico, Aae 
Carolo, 1 F ontinell. 


Youder's the lord Hipolito, by any means leaye him and me & 
_— together : now will I turn him to a gaadman. 


by * Omnes. 5 
ve you, m . * . Exeunt. 
4 Todobice, ( 
I have ſtrange news to tell you. 
Hipolito. 
What are they ? 
Lodovice. 


Your mare's i'th* pound, | | 
4 { Hipolito. 
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ons this? 
| Lodovice, © 
Your nightingale is in a lime. buſh. 
/ Hipolito. 
Ha! 5 wg 
Your puritanical Hong Ah fits in a blue gow, 
ue gown BEES -f 
£2 Lodovice, ee 
She'll chalk out your way to her now: ſhe beats chalk, 
Hipolito. N 3 
Where, who dare? Wy 


Do. yon know the: brick houſe of caſtigatian; by the rivet 
fide that runs by Millan: the ſchool where they 4* pronounce 
no letter well but O? a | a 

| . | Hipolito, 


I know it not. 
Lodovico. © 


Any man that has born - offles' of conſtable, ot any woman 
then h faln from a Horſe- load to a cart- load, or like an old 
hen that has had none hüt rotten eggs in her neſt, can direct 
you to her: there you ſhalliſes your punk amongſt her back - 
friends, there you may have her at- ybur will, for there ſhe 
beats. chalk,.or.grinds in the mill 5, with a-whip deedle, deedle, 


deedte, deedle;- ah, little monkey. — 
| | Hipolito. 
| What rogue durſt ſerve that warrant, knowing I loved her? 


44 — fits in a blue gown.], It appears from a: paſſage in Promos and 
Caſſandra, that a blue gown wa#the habit in which a ſtrumpet did penance. 
80 tob, in the Northern Laſs, 1643: *— all the good you intended me 
ace lockram coif, a blue gown, a wheel, c The wheel; as well as 
the blue gown, are mentioned in-ſabſequent ſcenes of this Comedy. 8. 
45 . N letter ell but O? See Mr. Steevens's Note on Til 
Night, A. 2. 8. 5. 
beats chalk, or grinds in the mill,]- To beat chalk, grind in mills; 
'raiſe ſand and gravel, and make lime, were among the employments, 


alignments for vagrants who were-committed te Bridewell. See Orders + 


appointed to be executed in the Cittie of Londong for ſetting roges and. idle parſott 
ta aui and for relcefe of the poore, Printed by Hugh Singleton. 
SI” 4 Ys 


co. 


th = z= 
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' _  Lodovico, 
Some worſhipful raſcal, I lay my life, 
| to, 
I'll beat the lodgings down about their ears 
That are her keepers, | | 
i Lodovice. 


So you may bring an old houſe over her head. 


Tl to her 
Pll to her, ſtood armed friends to the doors, [Exit, 
Lodovico, 
Oh me! what monſters are men made by whores ! 
If this falſe fire do kindle him, there's one fa 
More to the bonfire ; now to my Bridewell-birds, 
What ſong will they ſing? | | LExit. 


Euter Duke, Carolo, Aſtol fo Beraldo, Fontinell, three or . 

Mafters of Bridewell; Infælice. * 
| Duke. 
47 Your Bridewell ? that the name F für Aauty, ſtrength, 

Capacity and form of ancient building, 

| (Beſides the river's neighbourhood) few houſes 

Wherein we keep our Court can better it. 

#1 Your Bridewell? &c.] We have here a curious ſpecimen of the 


licence which ancient writers uſed to allow themſelves of introducing 
facts and circumſtanhes peculiar to one country into another. Every 


thing here {aid of Rxidewell is applicable to the houſe of correction 

which goes by that e in, Londen. Changing the names of the Duke 

| and his ſon aa Henry the Eighth and Edward the Sixth, all the 

| events ee found to have happened in the Engliſh Bride- 
well. of the place is alſo the ſame. In the time of Henry 

the Eighth) were lodged there; part of it being built in the 


reception of Charles the Fifth, whoſe nobles refided in 
ardinal Campeius had his firſt audience there; and after 
„ Edward the Sixth, in the ſeventh year of his reign, 
ave to the Citizens of London this his palace for the purpoſes 
ed. To complete the parallel, it was endowed with land, 
late belorfgitig to the Savoy, to the amount of 700 marks a year, with 
all the bedding and furniture of that hoſpital. See Stowe's Survey, 
Strype's edit. 1721, vol. I. p. 264. There is alſo the like anachroni 
in the Firſt Part of this Play concerning Bethlem Hoſpital. I cannot 
diſcover that there is any place for the reception of lunaticks, in the city 
ef Milan, diſtinguiſhed by that name. 

Vo I. III. Gg - 1 Maſter. 
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1 f 1 Maſter. * | * | 
* Hiither from foreign Courts Have princes come, 
\ And with our Duke did acts of ſtate commence, 
Here that great Cardinal had firſt audience, 
(The grave Campayne) that Duke dead, his fon 
(That famous Prince) gave free poſſeſſion 
Of this his palace, to the cifizens, - 1 
To be the poor man's ware houſe: and endowed it 
With lands to th” value of ſeven hundred marks, 
With all the beddifig and the furniture, once proper 
(As the lands then were) to an hoſpital 
Belonging to a duke of Savoy, Tbus 


Fortune can toſs the world, a Prince's Court | 
Is thus a priſon now. | 
2 Dake. 
_ Tis fortupe's ſports. : 
Theſe changes common are: the wheel of fate 
Turns kingdoms up, till they fall deſolate. 
But how are theſe ſeven hundred marks by th? year 
. Imploy'd in this your work houſe? 
| 1 Maſter, 
War and peace 4 | | 
Feed both upon thoſe hands: when the iron doors 
£ wars burſt open, from this houſe are ſent | 
Men furaifh'd in all martial complement, _ 
The moon hath through her bow ſcarce drawn to th head, 
(Like to'twelve filver arrows) all the months, 
2 600 9 went aboard: 5 MP 
"Here providence and charity uch parts, 
The houſe is He a very pl of arts 4 wp 
For when our ſoldiers (like ſhips driven from ſea, 
With ribs all broken, and with tatter'd ſides), 
| Caſt anchor here again, their ragged backs 
How often do we cover? that (like men) 
i They may be ſent to their own homes again. 
All here are but one ſwarm of bees, and ſtrive 
To bring with wearied thighs honey to the hive, 
The ſturdy beggar, and the lazy lown, 
Geis here hard hands, or lac'd correction. 
The vagabond grows ſtay'd, and learns Yobey, 
The drone is beaten well, and ſent away; 


HRE HO NEST w. 
As other priſons are (ſomecdorths thief, 


Some, byunhi 
From bridled debtors; otheta for the 
So this 18 nn roms and wh "i 


An excellent team of — 
1 r. 


Nor | is it | 
That the whip trams ood hikes to cool the ſpleen. 
Of any rugged bencher: nor does offence 
Feel ſmart, or ſpireful, on raſh evidence: 
But pregnant teſtimony forth anuſt. ſtand, 
\Ere guſtice leave them in the beadle's hand 3 
As iron, on the anvil are they laid, 
Not to take blaws> alone, but to de made 
And faſhioned to ſame charuta _ uſe. 
Thus wholſomꝰſt laws. ſpriag- from:the.wvorſt abuſe, 


Enter Orlando gen Bellafront. 


Bellas ont. 
Let mercy touch your, heart ſtrings (gracious lord), 


5 1 it may ſound like muſick in the ear 


Of a man deſperate (being r aw). 
His name ? 
 Bellafront. 
Matbeo. 


For a robbery? where is, ſhe? 
In this houſe. 


N Foy you. him, — 
10 is th 
F 


2 


Dute. J 7,.un Bellafront, , 
one of the Maſters of 


This is the hen, my lord, chat the cock (with the hy 


comb) your ſon-in-law, . "Vp over, and. traad. 


Are your two ſervants ready ? 
Gg 2 


Orlando. 
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, © |My mo edlrs are egen, my good ld. 
in j 


Tis rare when a judge ſtrikes, and that none die, 
r INAE IF. *: 


I Mafter. TY © 
We'll place you, lady, i in 3 toom. 
a 
Pray do ſo, x ? ; Exit. 
Orlando. | 


Thus nice dames ſwear, ic is unfit their eyes 
Should view men carv'd up for anatomies, 
Yet they'll ſee all, fo ey may ſtand unſeen, 
Many women ſure will ſin behind a ſkreen, 


Enter Lodovico. 


Lodovico. 
Yout fon (the lord rr ; ir entered. 


Tell him we wiſh his preſence. A word, Sforſs: 
On what wings flew he hither ? 
Lodovico, 
Theſe—I told him his lark whom he che was a Bridewell- 
bird, he's mad that this cage ſhould hold — and is come to 
let her out. ” WY 
4 


Tis excellent: away, go call him hither. [Exit Lodovico. 
Enter one of the Governors of the Houſe, Bellafront after him with 


he 4 


Matheo, after him the Conſtable, Enter at another door Lo- 


dovico and Hipolito: Orlando fes forth, and brings in tue 
P edlar Ss Dake. 


You are to us a ſtranger (worthy lord), 


"Tis ſtrange to fee you here. Holi 


hy Y4 


or P25 nj Bo. = way 


--— © = 
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It is moſt fit, | | F 
That whers the fan goes, Amwanyve follow it. 


2 neither ſhape — BB bear : 
Be you , a ſun beam to ſhine clear. 2 
Is this the gentleman ? ſtand forth and hear your accuſation, 


I'll hear none: 1 fly high in that: rather than kites fliall 


ſeize upon me, and pick out mine eyes wo f face, I'll ſtrike 
my talohs through mine own heart firſt, it my blood 
in theirs : I am for ſhriving thoſe two fools yr chair ſinful 
pack: _ thoſe jack-daws have caw'd over me, then muſt 
I cry guilty, or not guilty ; the law-has work enough already, 


and ther Pill put no work of mine into his the 

De 
Dake. - 

"Tis well lone cen + WY | p44] 
Matheo. 


Confeſs and be hanged, and then I fly — is't not ſo? 
that for that ; 2 lows is the worſt rub fo a bowler 
can meet with : T ſtumbled againſt ſuch a poſt, elſe this night 
I bad played the part of a true ſon in theſe. days, undone my 

father-in-law, with him would I have run at leap-irog and 
come over his gold, though I had broke his neck : but 


the poor ſalmon-trout is now 1n the net. 
. fly high. 
now w muſt teach you to ig 
Matheo. 


Right, wy lord, and then may you fly low; no more | 
words ; a mouſe, mum, you are ſtopp'd. 
Bellafront. 


Be good to m huſband, dear my lords. 
fur de Matbeo. 


Aſs, why ſhouldſt thou pray them to be good to me, when 
10 man here is good to one another ? 


Did any hand work in this theft but yours ? - } 
Gg 3 Matheo, 
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„ as; my rk; yer on 
O, yes, my lord, yes:—the hingman has never. one: | 

at a birth, bis children always- come by. couples: though. I 
cannot giye the old dog, 2 a bone to gnaw, the 
daughter ſhall be ſure: of a choak-pear.—Yes,imy:- lord,. there 
was one more that fiddled my fine pedlazs) and that was my 


ans * 
— . 


wife. 

Bellaſtour 

Alas, 17 | fd al frag 
| O everlaſting, ſuperciatbra] ſuperlative villain I 
II | a Qumes; | . 
Sure it Cannbt be, 


Oh, fir, you love no quarters of mutton that hang upy 
you love none but whole muttoff; ſhe ſet the robbery, I per- 
formed it; ſhe ſpur'd me on, I gallop'd-away.- 

51 Orlanad. 


My lordi—— 4829 | | 
p- . * e Bellaſtont. : 2 . : 
My lords, (fellow give:ige ſpecch) if my poor life 

May ranſom thine, I yield it to the law. 

Thou hutt'ſt thy ſoul (yet wipeſt off no offenee) - 
By caiting blots upbn my innocence: 

Let not theſe ſpare me, but tell truth: nog ſee 

. Who ſlips his neck out of the miſery, 

Tho? not out of the nilſchief : let thy "ſervant, 
That ſhared in this baſe act, accuſe me here, 
Why ſhould my huſband parry 2 go clear? 


A good child, hang thine own father. 
Duke. 


Old fellow, was thy hand in tos? 
My hand was in the pye, my lord, I confeſs it : my miſtreſs, 
I ſee, will bring me to the gallows, and ſo leave me; but I'll 
not leave her 10-2 I had rather hang in a woman's company, 
thau in a man's; becauſe if we ſhould go to hell together, | 
7 305 ſhould 


AE HON RSH WHORE 4 
ſhould ſcarce be let in, for all, t l afraid to have 


ny women co r 1 he 

— thi iy te _ wee 

What fi thee Pn 1 1 
ury prompts 8 wy Wi 


It's my humour, fir, tis a fyoliſh bag-pipe that I make 
myſelf merry with: why ſhould I eat hemp-ſecg at the hang- 
man's thirteen-penee f. penny ordinary, and have this whore 
laugh at me as I fing, as I toner? 


Is hb a whore? +. 
atheo. 


A ſix-· penny mutton 2 for * to cut up. 
Ab, toad, toad, toad, Melee 


4 A barber's citteru for ev gwen © to play upon: 
that lord, your fon, knows it. ny. u a pon 


L ſir, am I her bawd then? 
Mather. 


No, fir, but ſhe's your whore then. 
TE OPENS 


"Lex tides, ee, Nuss 
dl 


My whore? 
Mg Marlen, 


I cannot talk, fir, and rd: rhe your rems and ur rees, aud 
your v hirligigs, and d büt, m Ay lord? found them 
like ſparrows” Wo one neſt, billing toget her, 4nd bulling of me, 
I took them in bed, 'wis ready to n bim, was | up to fab 
Hipolio 
Cloſe & thy rank jaws : oh me, I am vexed, 
Thou ärt à villain, a [ei ous devil, * 


Aut 


s ee See Note 13 to The Mayer way, A. 3s 
3. vol. XI. ; 
Again, in More Fooles yet, by Roger Sharpe, 4to. 1610: 
« Here comes — Spunge' * rote with bis lute,” 


Deep 


-- 


* 
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the place where thou art loſt, th 
2 rho us far got 23 *. 


Pill through, and than ſhale fee Til throu antouch 
* gase * 


Enter Infelice. 
/ eller. 
Tis my cue Wm 
To enter now : roem, let my prize be play'd, 


I 7 wy lurk'd in clouds, yet Fm yo what all have ſaid, 
hat jury more can prove, ſhe has wrong'd my bed, 
Than be e- huſband, ſhe muſt andfgold, and 
e law, m lord, letters, 3 
From my lord . took. RES 
Hipolito. 
ee that black- mouthed devil, againſt letters, and gold, 
1 a jealous wife I do —14 4 Na 
Thus her reputation, I could ſooner 
Shake the Ap ppenine, and crumble rocks to duſt, | 
Than (though Jove's _— rained ; con} tempt her to luſt, 


What mall I ſay ? 


; [He diſcovers himſelf. 
; da are tai ad more than fifteen 
women (a cry. five hundred) dare ſwear without lying: 

9 


this ſhalt thou ſay, no let me ſay' for thee; thy huſband's a 


knave, this lord's an honeſt man: thou art no punk, this | 


lady's a right lady. Pacheco is a thief as his maker | is, but 
old Orlando is as true a man as thy father is: I have ſeen you 
fly high, fir, and I have ſeen you fly low, fir; and to keep 
you from the gallows, fir, a blue coat have I worn, and 3 
thief did I turn, mine own men are the pedlars, my twenty 
pound did fly high, fir, your wife's gown did fly low, fir: 
whither fly you now, fir ? Am have ſcap'd the pillows, to 
the devil you fly next, ſir. = right, my liege ? 


Your father has the true phy played. 
And I am e 


* 


| 
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oy Hens. 
"Tis a good * cur Mvebi dung un n. 


The (Signior Candido) 
n the patient man, 
buying of thoſe lawns 


Heli. 
Exit C 
Alas, good Candide, [ {Cnfebl 


Farb him: 3 ts up are caſt, 


ymen 
— your light gold, but let's S 
| Enter Candido, and Conftable 


Duke | 
In Reidemel, Candido? : 
Candido | | 


Yes, my good lord. 
| What make you here? 
da Candide. 
es mand v3 
I'm here to fave right and to drive wrong hence, - 
wh Candido, | 
And I to bear wrong here with patience, 


You have bought folen goods 


80 do my e | 
Yet ho. & I 925 upon a gentleman's word, 
And I imagine now, as I thought then, 

That there be thieves, but 2 thieves gentlemen. 
to, , 
Your credit's crack'd being ber 


Candido, 
No more than gold 
Being crack'd, which does his eſtimation hold. 


-  I'was' 


— * va 7 8 
« 7 "$3 
L 
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I was in Bedlam once, but cem pu 
They made me WAOTE® " 
W Fm wi ans ff 9 


Well, ſtand by, | 
If you take wroog, obe be ier 
> ala 2 
Kemp, the other, with, a beetle P, 


—— 


Buy, tay, har ber price 
5 what's a 


Yes, my lords fat a rot 5 


Hipolito, 


I am what I ſeem, fir, one —— 
and a gentleman, and am brought it in here with maſter 


ble's band of Billmen, becauſe they face me down that I live 
(like thoſe that ,keep bowling-alleys) by the fins of the people, 
in being a ſquire of the 3 


. Oh, an apple ſquire. 2 
Ves, fr, that 7 of ſcurvy hir and that I am main · 


rained by the rg rank ves, in à woman, 
worſt players of tote parts, bj yr Fan nova to allthis com 


pany. 
Labs. " 
My lord, tis true, we all know hw, N. Beatenant Bots. 


Bots, and where have you ſerved, Bots? 


He ſeems a ſoldier: 1 
f Fl Gli, 


49 a beetle] A mallet. Malleus. 1; yy wi e 
59 4 _ the m_ A ſquire of the y, fa Steevens (Note 
on the Firſt Part „IV. vol. V. p. 260. Tie. 1778.) fignified 
eriginally, the attendant — a we ng ; the perſon who hore his head- 
piece, 2 and ſhield. It afterwards became a cant term for à pimp, 
and is uſed here. is. 
Again, in The Wity fair one, by Shir 16 : for a procures: 
Here comes the ſquire 21 er miliveſ; body. 25 * B 
014. 


AE 1 = 


Uebe eee trad 5 
Groyne I was „ upon t, — 
tis now ſound. 


bridge of my noſe broken down,wath two — — 
Ea, I have. been tried, fir, ton, in Gelderland, and 
there from being, blown up at. a. breach: 1 
edt pans bt ok il.the fall of the leaf 
OWINg. - 


Auna vr wall an? 


No ſoldier, fir? I hope theſe are ſervices that your proudeſt 
commanders do venture upon, and never come oft ſometimes, 


Well, fir, becauſe you ſay you are a ſoldier, 
ll uſe yau ke a ntleman: make room there, 
Plant him amo u, we ſhall have anon 
Strange hawks fly here before us: if none light on yous 
You ſhall with freedom take your flight: 
But if you prove a bird of baſer wing, 
We'll ofe you like ſuch W 22 ſing. 


- I wiſh to be tried at no other weapon. | 
Why, is he furniſh'd with rhoſwimplements Þ 


I. Mafer. | 
| The panduy is more dangerous tos late | by 
Than is the common thies, and tho? our laws. We 1 
Lie heavier on the thief, yet chat the pandar | + 
May know the hangwan's ruff ſhould fit him too, | > of 
Therefore he's ſet to beat hemp. 
Duke. 

This does ſavour f | ( 
Of juſtice, baſeſt ſlaves to baſeſt labour. | 
Now pray, ſet open hell, and let us ſee A 
The ſhe-devils that are here: 1-3 


bfelice, 
Methinks this place 
Should make even Lais honeſt. 


1 Maſter, 


1 Mater, 
a Gee it turns good, 

But . men whoſe hands are once 'n ood, 

Do in a de ſpill more) ſo ſome goi 

Are 07 being here) loſt in more im 5 
0 not to them (when they come) appear, 

That any one does as their judge fit here: 

But thar as gentlemen-you come to ſee, 

And then perhaps their 1 will walk more free. 

te. 6 


Let them be marſhal'd in; be covered all, 
| Fellows, now to make the mal _ comical, 


Will not you be ſmelt out, Bots? 


Bots. 1 


No, your braveſt whores have the worſt noſes. 


Enter two of the Maſters : a Conflable after them, then Dorothea 
Target, brave ; after her two Beadles, the one cuith a wheel *', 


the other with a blue gown. 
" Lodovico, 


" Are not'you 8 bride, forfavch 7 
s Dorothea, 
Say yet 


con. 
He d know if cheſs be noe your Bridemen, . 
| Dorothea. 
5 Vub, yes, ſir: and look ye, do you ſee the bridelaces that I 
; give at my wedding will ſerve to tie roſemary to both your 
coffins when you come r - li 


us 


Fie, Punk, fie, fie, fie, 

O ſtale ſtinki . fl eel 
ut you ſtale ing head of garlick, foh, at my heels, 
yo 2 Orland,. , wy | 
My head's cloven. s 

Hipolito. 


O, let the gentlewoman alone, ſhe's going tc to ſhrift, 
ST a wheel] See Note 44, p. 464. 


4 | . . Auch. 
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Aﬀoſfo. 


Ay, ay, go, Punk, go to the croſs and be whipt, | | 
| Dorothea. 
Marry mew, marry muff, | goodman dog : 
whipt? do ye take me for a bis ale b ef in 1 


tlemen, you wear the cloaths of gentlemen, but you 
oe the minds of gentlemen, to abuts a gentlewonnn of my 


faſhion. 
| ! faſhi | hore ? 
Faſhion ! a 10ns, art not a w | 
Goodman ſlave. 
Duke 


40 IS —_ let us two talk A 
What mought our name 
_ 1 


I'm not aſhamed of my name, fir, my name is Miſtreſs Doll 


Target, a weſtern gentlewoman, 
225 Lodovico, 
— 
is this wheel born after her? 
Ks ut f k | I Mafter. 
e m 
* Dorothea. 
A coarſe thread it ſhall be, as all threads are. 
Aftolfo. 


If you ſpin, then 4 money here too? 
yy 2. 
I had rather get half a crown abroad, then ten crowns here. 
Abroad? I think fo, 114 
Doeſt thou not weep now thou art here? V 
Dorothea, 


Say ye? weep? yes forſooth, as you did when you loſt your 
maidenhead : do you not hear how I weep ? 12 [ Sings. 


ICs 
+ Farewel, Doll, 


Dorotbes. 


© 


| ps HE SVCOND PARTOF 


\  'Beingitripe ove off hier wuntom lobſe ottire, 
'Thac garmehtahe pute un] büſe- to the eye, 
Guy to clench her it humility. 
Are all the reſt like this? 


| 1Mafter, 
No, my good brd. 
You ſee, this drab ſwells with A wanton rein, j 
The next that W ſtrain. 0 


Variety is good, lers ee en Rain lugt 
Your grace ſees I'm found yer, "and no bullets hit me, 
„Come off ſo, and tis well. 
| on.. 
Here's the ſecond meſs. 


« "Enter the two Maſters, after ben uber Gmnftable; after bim Penelope 
Whorehound, like a Cittzen'siwvife ; after her two Bradles, one 
with a blue gown, another with chalk and a allet. 

| | Pelelbpe. 
T have wortr many a coſtiygown, but I was never thus 
guarded with blue coats, . conſtables, and 
5 Curolo. ; 
Alas, fair miſtreſs, 3 your eyes. 


Oh, ſweet fir, I fear the ſpoiting of. other places about me 
that are dearer than my eyes; if you be gentlemen, if you be 
men, or ever came of a woman, pity my caſe, ſtand to me, 
ſtick to me, ſir, you are an old man. 

8 good » JO *Ortahdo, | | 
"Hang not vn me; L priJchee, did trees bear nd ſueli fruit. 
| 4 2 'Þ 5 b 


ill bail temen? 
Will you bail me, gen 122 
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— — . _ 


| Lourico. 
Bail thee, art in for debt ? | 5 1 


Penelope . 
No; Bod m 833 
taylor for this * ſnillings a week that 2 ‚ 


behind, et fo 
What is your name, I oy ? 


Penelope Whorehound, I come of the Whorehwwnithy 
How does lieutenaht Bots ? 


A ha, Bots. 1 
„ wenn as Fm a ſoldier, 8 Vw 


I was never in this pickle betre ; nnd yet, if 


citizen's wives, they jeer at me; ifl ong the 5? looſe: 
bodied gowns, they cry por vu be, bettiſe Its 2 

tired, and ſwear their trade was a good trade, till doch as I am 
took it out of their hands „„ tEkheſe 


captains to bail me. | 
— ing bor ait Rin As, 2 i goſſip, go * 

blue 1 * fet ede chite,” work huwibe, Ne 

bread, away. 

Purtpe. 

5 Out you dog, a pox on ybu all, Women are born to cufſe 
8 thee, but I ſhal livers fee twenry Fact? fl:-vps ſixting dice 
7 for a penny worth of pippins: öut, you blue- Eyed rogues _ 
: 52 by ge 8 From ſeveral paſſages in contemporary . 1 ib 


_ 
— 
„ 
Om — —— — — — — — — ———— ͤ—ä 66 B B — 9 20 
- . — — — — * — 


4 looſes gown appears to have been the habit of a curtezan, So, in 
More oy ver, * Roger Sharpe, to. 16 10: 3 
a « Briſcus will turne halband, marry fye, | ' ' 


« What wench is't tuſſi b. bodied Watgery, 
4% Good huſband now, thar'ner$ Was good in's life, 
© The better huſband, fir, the worſer wife.” 
$3 — ſt her to ber chare,] i 1. e. her taſk- work. 80, in Sbakſpeare“'s 


Anton and Cleopatr 
4 2 - = ehthiiih ded 


By ſuch poor paſſions as the maid that milks 
And does the meaneſt bares. 8. 


Omer. 


. * xu cep PART ON | 


— I... 


— . 2 4 «+ % ” . 4 
* OY - 
l + 2 7 * 
rr = nt rag 
- . 


| he-a hate the worle for that? 
: Is the a cih dame ſhe's ſo attired ? 


| Ta ber 100 body, 1 have ſeen her here 


- Give one diſh ſeveral taſtes, ſo © 


Drawn; now ſhall you ſee a monſter both in ſhape 
Nor yer is nice, 'tis a plain ramping bear, 


* Let's ſee her. 5 


_— K 
a. *.. ad 7 
—_— "x n 
- 


Ones. 
* Ha, ba, ha, — 
Duke. . 
| Bern now he meg, al prope; now dw fe care? 
Mafeer. 
. ran he ad id this had been o. | 
Was ſhe erer here before? 255 N 


1 Mafeer. 
'Fivg times at leaſt, 
And thus if men come to her, have her eyes | 
Wrong, nnen. 
Bots, you know her ? + | 
T there any genteman here that knows nota whore, and is | 


. 
_ 


Date. 


1 Mafier. 
No, my lord, that's only but the vail 


In maſking ſuits ; as ſeveral ſauces 
— - of babits 
In whores is a bewitching art: to-day ſhe's all in 


Colours to beſot gallants, then in modeſt black, 
To catch the citizen, and this from their — * | 


And nature quite from theſe, that ſheds no tear, 
are — upon this ore. | 


Many ſuch | whales 


Ls but aver fre: bow to arm myfl; 
Enter 


* * 142 . 
| . ” 2 6 " >. 4 N ade” ae” » - > N 

ws l ls, i 1 9 1 4% S . © 1s , $0 

<.F , # . — "© * 4 Q ATV 9 
ad; \ . 3 
* * * K 8 * = 0. 4 * 
34 P d — 
* : | p | | o 
1 - 


THE HONEST-WHORE. oft 
Pater two Maſters ff, afier them the Conſtable, after them 4 


$54 Beadle beating 4 bon, then Catherina , Bountinall, with 
Mziffre/s Horſeleach, after them another Beadle cuitb a blue head 


. 


Bas Gatherina. I 

Sirrah, when I hold your bande, held; you rogue- 
catcher, hold: Bawd, are the French chilblains in your heels, 
that you can come no faſter ? are not you (bawd) a whore's an- 
cient 55, and muſt not I follow my colours ? 5 

O, miſtreſs Catherine, you do me wrong to accuſe me 
as you doi befote the right worſnipful: I am known for a mo- 
therly honeſt woman, and no bawd. | 4 

Catherina. 

Marry foh, honeſt ! burnt at. fourteen, ſeven times whipt, 
fix times carted, nine times duck'd, ſearch'd by ſome hundred 
and fifty conſtables, and yet you are honeſt ? Honeſt miſtreſa 
Horſeleach ! is this world a world to keep bawds and whores 
honeſt? How many times haſt thou given gentlemen a quart 
of wine in a gallon pot? how many twelve-penny fees, nay, 
two ſhilling tees, nay, when any embaſſadors have been here, 
how many half-crown fees haſt thou taken ? how many carriers 
haſt thou bribed for country wenches? how often have L 
rinced your lungs in 5% aqua vite, and yet you are honeſt ? 


. Ke. | | 
And what were you the whileſt ? = 


54 a beatlle beating a baſon] In Ben Jonſon's New Im, A. 4. 8. 3. 
Latimer ſays, “ And let her footman beat the baſon afore her.” On 
which Mr. Whalley obſerves, that it alludes “ to the cuſtom of old, 
« when bawds and other infamoys perſons were carted. A mob of people 
© uſed to precede them beating baſons, and other utenfils of the fame kind, 
to make the noiſe and tumult the bigger. Thus Stowe deſcribes the 
« puniſhment of a prieſt who was taken in criminal converſation with 
another man's wife: „The firſt day he rode in a carry; the ſecond on 
* a horſe, his face to the horſe-tail; the third, led betwixt rwaine, and 
«* every day rung with baſons.” | This explains a paſſage in The Silent 
* Homan, where Moroſe, amongſt other execrations on the barber Cuts 
* beard, fays, © Ler there be no bawd carted that year to employ a baſon 
« of his.” A 3. S. 5. 

55 ancient] An enfign. 

59 aqua vie] Formgrly the general name for ſpirits. 

Vo I. III. Hh. 


| Catherina, 


« 


ek e rar or 


= Catherina. 
w hang you aſe fr, who wade you a amine 
wan ad, belike this devil ſpares no man. 
Catherina. 


Awhorez at thou a thief? 
1. 

A thief, no; I defy the calling, I am ſoldier, have borne 
arms in the field, _ eee yet come off 


ſound. 
tw Yn WY nate bene! 

with a pox e rogue a 
_ foldier! . you in Ae oF, where? amongſt — in 


bawdy-houſe? Look, look here, n. 
mot you know him ? 
Horfoleach, 


| Lieutenant Bots, where have ye boen this many ada 
Old bawd, do not diſcredit me, ſeem not to know me. 


Nat te know ye, T as long as I have break, ! 
cannot forget thy ſweet face.” 
Duke. 

Why, do you know him? be foe he be = folder, 

Catherina. + 

, fe a CO ? a pander, a dog that will lick up ſix-pence; 

I you maſter Swines ſnout, how long is't ſince you 
hel hs Bn tor wo, and-cried to't again, m— comes, ye 
; rogue you? | 


Ones. 
85 Ha, ha, i Fannie en; Bree 


Pox ruin her noſe. fort; and I be not revenged for this 
um ye bitch. 
Lodovice. 


Dye hear ye, madam ? why does hair ſwagger 
thus? * 22 . 


* 


/ 
8 


raus konne nen -” 


Not at your alk, mali 2 
— 2. ange, 3 


Yes, I am, 

| n cloaths upon a 2 k 
$ Uke fair U a ronen w 
n ig 


Marry nul , de, yay 6 come upon we with | 


ſentences. 
Feraſdbo. 
By this light bas ſmall ſenſe fort. 
Lodovico. 
O ſie, ſie, do not vex her. 
And yet me thinks a creature of more ſcurvy cohditions - 


Should not know whata good — were. 


ee 1 
are ſo buſy about my jcoat, you'll ereeꝑ up to my placket 
and ye co'd but attain 2 honour, but — the out af. 
fend your rogueſhips, look o'the lining, tis ſilk. 
e. 
Is'r filk tis lined with then? 
+ Catbering.. 

© Silk ? aye Gill, maſter Slave, you wo'd be glad to wipe your 

noſe with the ſkirt on't: this 's to come among a company of 


cods: heads that know not * way uſe a gentlewoman. 
Tell her the Duke is here. | 
* 1 Maler. | 
Be modeſt, Kate, the Duke js here. | | 


Catherina. | 
If the devil were here, I care not: ſet forward, ye rogues, 
and give attendance according to your places; let bawds and 
whores be ſad, for ll ſing aud the devil were a dying. [Exeunt, , 


Why before her does the baſon nung? 
1 Maſter. 
It is an emblem of their revelling, 


The whips we uſe lets forth their wanton blood, 
| Hh 2 a Making 


HE SECOND PART-OF | 


| n them calm, and more to calm their pride, 
Hs ers pen! they in carts do ride. 
Will your grace 1 bad ware? 
Ale. 
No, ſhut up ſhop, we'll now break up the fair, 
"whoa part—you, fir, that take upon ye 
The name of ſoldier, that true name of worth, 
Fed action, not vain boaſting, beſt ſets forth, 
To let you know how far a ſoldier's name 
Stands from your title, and to let you ſee, 
Soldiers muſt-not be wrong d where _ 
| This be your ſentence. * | 
| e 
2rd * the ivate ſufferance that the houſs 
' Inflits upon offenders, you (as the baſeſt) * 
You undergo it double, after which 


ou ſhall be whipt, fir, round about ny, 
n  baniſh'd'trom the land. 
Bots, 
Beſeech your grace. 4 


Duale. | 
Away with him, ſee it dobe: panders and whores 
Are city-plagues,” which being kept alive, © - 
Nothing that looks like goodneſs ere can-thrive. © 
Now, ** Orlando, what „ er you to your bad ſon-in-law ? 


Mar this, - my lord, he is my ſon-in-law, and in law — 
be his father: for if law can pepper him, he ſhall be fo 
boiled, that he ſhall ſtink no more 1th? noſe 'of the common · 


wealth. 
Be Haftont. 
Be yet more kind and nierciful, good father, 
8 Orlando. 

Doſt thou ha for him, thou precious man's meat, thou ? 
has he not beaten thee, kickt thee, trod on thee, and doſt thou 
fawn on him like his ſpaniel? has he not pawn'd thee to thy 
petticoat, fold thee to thy ſmock, made ye leap at a cruſt, et 
would RET fave him ? 
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Oh yes, good fir, women ſhall learn of me, 
To love their huſbands in greateſt miſery ; * 
Then ſhew him pity, or 3 myſelt. 


7 © | 
Have ye eaten pigeons that y*are fo kind-hearted to yo 
mate ? Nay, ok, couple of wild bears, I'll have ye both 
baited at one ſtake : but as for this knaye, the gallows is thy 
due, and the gallows thou ſhalt have; Pll have juſtice ' of the 
Duke, the law ſhall have'thy life : what, doſt thou hold him ? 
let go his hand Ay thou doſt not r. a father's ever- 
laſting bleſſing fall upon both your heads: away, go, kiſs out 
of 5. ie play ihe men. no more, nor thou the thief 
again, my houſe ſhall be thine, my meat ſhall be thine, and 
ſo ſhall my wine, but my Fe ſhall be mine, and yet when 


q; 


I — (ſo thou doſt not fly higb) take all; yet, good Mathea, 

mend. | ot | 2 
Thus for joy weeps Orlando, wy doth end. 

| Duke. e 

Then hear, Matheo: all your woes are ſtayed | 


By your good father-in-law : all your ills 

Are clear purged from you by his working pills. 

Come, Signior Candido, theſe green young wits, 3 
We ſee by circumſtance, this plot hath Jaid, Ate |; 1308 

Still to provoke thy patience, which they find * 

A wall of braſs, no armour's like the midd ; 1 

Thou haſt taught the city patience, now our court | 

Shall be thy ſphere, where from thy good report, | 

Rumours this truth unto the world ſhall ſing, 


A patient man's a pattern for a king. ens Ee 
2 op 1 12 \ 1 1 as 5 IT 18919 


EDI 


added by uments to turge 
er brave rejuting thoſe. Arguments. And 
icall Paſſages of an Italian Bridezyell, where 
Written by Tnonas DEXKER» 
Elizabeth All- de for Nathaniel Buer. 

e | $*x „ 


